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CHAP. I. 

The croaking raven dotK bellow fur revenge. 

SUAKESPEARE. 

XT was at the close of the festival of St. 
Fabian^ when the last sonorous tone of 
the organ had ceased^ and the pale glim- 
mer of the tapers had expired^ when na- 
ture had sealed the eyes of fanaticism^ 
and even thMBgil virgin had ceased to 
watch^ that astranger paused at the gate 
of the convent of Valombre. The stilly^ 
gloom of the hour^ the hollow moaning 
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2 CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

of the blast, the darkened concave of the 
heavens, from which no star, no casual 
reflection of light was emitted, recalled 
to mind the object of his embassy. He 
started — he drew from beneath his cloak 
a dagger; and as he grasped the hilt, as 
carefully he replaced the folds of his 
habit, burying under their dark disguise 
the burden his left arm supported, a 
fiendlike smile distorted his visage: he 
cast a scowling glance around ; his mind 
seemed pregnant with some weighty mat- 
ter ; he looked the slave of impulse — he 
felt the man of bloods ''Pity is transient,'^ 
he muttered ; " down, down, damned 
weakness ! memory, be thou the goading 
spur of action; Fevenge> |Mbou eternal/' 
Again the dagger wS^replaQiftd in 
its sheath— again he listened, fearful 
of detection. The rolling waves of 
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CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRE. 3 

the Garonne sullenly bubbled o'er their 
pebbled bed, and the wind whistling 
among the leafy branches of the cy- 
press, lentous^ and cork-trees, bent their 
tall heads to the flood. He pressed 
his spread band upon his forehead ; he 
passed in review the deeds of other 
years ; fancy peopled the gloonij and 
imagination fired his brain to frenzy. 
*' Pardon ! " he articulated — " can the 
victim of prejudice — can the bleeding 
slave of oppression — can the injured 
dupe of power plead mercy ? No, no, 
blood shall, avenge the deed — blood," 
dropping on his knee, and again unsheath- 
ing the dagger-—" blood, by the awful 
powers of eterq|^rath ! blood shall ap- 
pease t|^ memory of Ermissehde ! Yesj 
in his Ifeart I will seek the secret — What 
if he hesitate ?" starting ; "then—then 
r* B 2 be 
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4 CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

I 

be Ermissende the ransom of life. Na- 
ture, I disclaim thee— Nature ** and 

every power of his mind seemed awaken- 
ed ; lovcj hatred, revenge, horror, des- 
pair, alternately racked, alternately sub- 
dued. One moment the tear of com- 
miseration dried upon the burning cheek 
of rage; the next beheld it chased by 
some new start of passion. 

Again he rose; again, with breathless 
haste, he approached the gate; he grasped 
the bell — Ermissende flitted before him ; 
his eyes closed against the self-created 
phantom: but the calm of death was brok- 
en ; the hollow peal echoed to the vigo- 
rous pull, and the turretted towers of the 
monastery returned th^deep vibration. 
Again he paused, but short was tlie reign 
of suspense: hetraced the&intjdeam of a 
light descending the oppoSffe tdWer; he 

hesurd 
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J,- -, CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE, 5 

lieard the sound of approaching foosteps, 
and an instant after a voice addressed 
him. 

"Who art thou ?** demanded the monk, 
" that at an hoar so unsalutary, thou 
disturbest the deep repose of our holy 
dwelling ?" 

" A wanderer and a sinner/' replied 
the stranger: ^'as the first, I claim a 
sanctuary; as' the second, I would sue 
the blessed privilege of confession. Fa- 
ther, I have travelled far ; sorely laden 
with the burden of sin, a lowly penitent, 
I approach the hallowed shrine of Va- 
lombre : contrite, subdued, there would 
I pour into the ear of the holy abbot of* 
this fraternity the long-smothered tale 
of a black, a foul transaction/* 

" The abj^tft slumbers," rejoined the^ 

1 B 3 monk. 
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6 CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

monk. " Welcome, my son, within the 
sacred pale of religion's sanctuary ; but 
till the morning dawns o'er the eastern 
hills " 

''The morning," interrupted the stran- 
ger. ^' Feather, you know not what you 
say ; father, ere yon ebon clouds——" 
He paused, shuddered, then quickly re« 
sumed— " Man of God, this night, this 
close of the festival of St. Fabian, I must 
be heard ; this night the slumbers of the 
ail^bot St. Theodore must be broken ; 
this night, or never, the tale of horror 
must be told." 

./'This night?" repeated the monk. 
I'^'ForiiiMr, my son ; nature demands re- 
pose. Scarce an hour has elapsedt ere 
closing the rites of our order, we quitted 
the chapel. The slumbers of exhausted 

strength 
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stfehgth Bte heavy — ^the slumbers of the 
abbot St. Theodore must not be dis- 
turbed/' 

" Then the tale of murder shaH be 
smot helled/' exclaimed tftesl winger, "nei- 
ther shall the injured be apprised/' Hb 
retreated a fev* pacei; he seemed to 
commune within himself— then sadden! v 
returning* artfully said^— '* To seize the 
enemy of faith, to silence the sacrilegi- 
ous blasphemer of religion^ to quell the 
doubts of scepticism, to enfranchiie tbc 
victims of error, surely a follower 'A 
Christianity^ ^ monk, a disciple of pri- 
meval purity, may exert the influence of 
zeal> may embrace the powers of oppor* 
tun^y. Father, now is the hour to an« 
cloak hypocrisy; father^ ere the clock 
strikes two, the avenged and the avenger 
shall be at rest : father^ lead me to St. 

B 4 TVkeo&m 
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8 CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

Theodore — breathe but the name of Er- 
missende — shew him this ring — Tell him — 
nay, stay, stay — lell him," gasping, and 
almost breathless, " I bring with me a 
claim, indisputable, irresistible ; tell him 
'tis mercy, 'lis justice which impels this 
interview ; tell him, this night alone the 
life of innocence can be spared." 

'' Peace," rejoined the monk, '' your 

looks are wild, your words incoherent. 

<iAlas ! my son, calamity has tinged the 

cAlour of your ideas, and jaundiced every 

thought with horroi." 

" Calamity 1" muttered the stranger, 
with a convulsive laugh ; '' true, call it 
i calamity ; but lead me to St. Theodore. 
The air is cold, the night is comfortless 
— father, I crave shelter — charity in the 
type* of faiths and yet am I shivering 
beneath thje \valls of Valombre." 

The^ 
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CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRB. 9 

The door was unbarred ; the stranger 
sprung forward ; he followed the monk 
across the court-yard, nor, till he reached 
the entrance of the chapel, did he for a 
moment pause : then firmly grasping the 
cloak of his guide — '' Not one step fur- 
ther," he exclaimed, " no, not one. Fa- 
ther, I have made a vow ; father, my 
oath is deep,^ is irreversible. I have 
sworn never to rest beneath the conse- 
crated roof of religion until my con- 
science is unburdened — father, the weight 
is heavy, the forfeiture is death. This 
night — this festival of St. Fabian, I will 
await the abbot. Go, go ; my soul 
sickens; bring him to the confessional^ 
for the moment for action advances/' 7 

"I will attend you to the confessional/' 
replied father Betsolin ; '' I, my son, will 

B 5 listen 











10 CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRE. 

Ikten to the tale of sin ; I will explain 
the promises of salvation ; I will- 
i "'You !*' interrupted the stranger; 
.*tolino! mine is no common crime— 
mttie is no casual trespass of mortality : 
no venal fault craves the light penance 
of absolution^ or fades before the offer- 
ing of prayer. Tis deep — 'tis hidden — 
^tis in the heart it must be deposited — 'tis 
on the heart it must be impressed/' 

The monk pointed to the confessi- 
onal. The stranger moved towards it — 
" I will away to the cell of the abbot/' 
said the monk; " yet/' returning, and 

again approaching the mysterious intru* 

■I 

^^r> ''what language shall I use? what 
'shall I educe?" 
This ring/' said the stranger, ex- 
tending one towards him; ''this ring 

will 
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V9\\l speak a ktigudge hot to be miscoiH 
strued. Shew him this ring^ and tell hiin> 
the burdened soul o( the owner piB|||r 
for absolution. Yet stay," reading dgdflt^ 
and hesitation in the sttongly-mfiAed 
features of the rdigieux; "when the ab- 
bot St. Theodore looks at this ring» tell 
him the finger upon which it once spark- 
led — tell him, Ermisisende — tell him the 
elucidation is mine." 

The monk quitted the chapel, and the 
stranger eagerly ascended the steps of the 
confessional. He paused on the summit; 
- he listened to the gradual retreat of the 
father, and when the last faint echo sank 
in silence, a tningled smile of irony and 
triumph succeeded. " S6ide say, man is 
the slave of circumirtantis, the sport of 
accident, the creature of chance," he 
muttered — »''no, no, it is not accident, it 

B 6 ^ ^ i' 
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12' CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

IS not' chance which has brought me to 
Valombre; it is love — it is that predis- 
posing power which governs all my ac- 
tions/ which colours all my hopes." 

A faint light flashed on the opposite 
waH ; a side door opened^ and the abbot 
St, Theodore entered the chapel. His step 
was agitated ; the dignified firmness of 
resignation was fled ; his head was un- 
covered, and in the place of his habitual 
smile of benignity, might be traced anx- 
iety and amazement. In one hand he 
held a taper ; the other grasped the ring 
delivered to him by the father Betsolin. 

The stranger, wrapping himself in his 
cloaks shrunk within the darkened shadow 
of the confessional. The abbot approach- 
ed — '' Ermissende V he faltered — '' mer- 
ciful Heaven ! ah^ guard lay heart against 
the coming trial! Ermissende! lost, 

% wretched 
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wretched Ermissende !" He pa|||M; 
trembling he clung to the railing, for 
the quick, short breathing of the stran- 
ger bespoke interest bordering on ago- 
ny. Animated by a new and instantane- 
ous hope of elucidating at once all that 
he desired to know, the abbot sprung 
forward — he reached the summit of the 
stairs — he stood before the stranger : si- 
lence and darkness remained, for the 
door of the confessional was closed. 
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CHAP. II. 

Can such things be. 
And overcome us, like a summer's cloud. 
Without our special wonder ? 

Shakespeahe. 



'^ Infancy, the mimic imagery of nature, 

The reflective mirror of the inmost soul. 

Peeps forth, and loudly speaks the attributes of man/' 

Long had the confessional been closed ; 
long had the abbot St. Theodore bee» 
closetted ^fihh the stranger: an hour and 
an hour roU^ away, and the deep si- 
lence in the chapel was unbroken. 

^'"Tis strange !" said the monk Betsolln/ 
as stealing from his cell he hurried down 
the passage. The broad glare of day 
burst through the storied windows : he 
looked towards the east; he saw the sun's 
golden splendour tinging the purple bo? 

# som 
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som of the cloudy and dissipating tluj|^ 
murky vapours of night's departing^ 
reign; he saw the pendant 'dewdr6ps 
hanging on the rich blossoms of the 
pomegranate^ and sparkling wtth a thou- 
sand variegated reflections : he heard the 
garden's embowering clusters echoing 
the wild notes of grateful nature ; and 
saw myriads of the feathered race per- 
ched among its leafy branches. Yet did 
lie proceed, for the stranger and the con- 
fessional was the spur of action, as the 
long and mysterious coojEcrence filled 
him with dismay. He looked at the 
clock : it was on the stroke of twd when 
he disturbed the repose of the abbot St. 
Theodore; and now, twice had its re- 
volving band noted the hour's limitation. 
The brethren were already stirring, and 
the monotonous tinkling of the matin- 
bell 
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bell echoed the call of devotion. '^ Hol j* 
Mary!" aspirated the monk, as, crossing 
himself, he entered the chapel : he stop- 
ped irresolute, for a faint cry reached 
his ear. He listened — it seemed like the 
moj^ning of infancy — it proceeded from 
the confessional. He trembled as he ap- 
proached the steps ; again he paused, for 
the fathers of Valombre now entered the 
chapel. 'Tis true, the abbot St. Theo- 
dore was absent ; but yet the organ vi- 
brated the hymn of praise: as its loud 
full tones, dying to the softest, sweetest 
modulations, gradually ceased to breathe, 
and the chaunting accompaniment of the 
monks closed in the sacred calm of de- 
votion, a second cry, more loud, more 
piercing than the former, jSlled every 
heart with pity — every face with wonder. 
Intuitively several of the monks rushed 

towards 
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towards the confessional ; but the father 
Betsolin had already mounted the ste|>8^ 
had already opened the door. 

Horror and dismay succeeded — murder 
had profaned the holy ordination-— the 
strangerhad fled— the abbot St. Theodore, 
pale, stifTj ghastly, lay stretched upon the 
floor, and on his bosom, smeared with 
blood,andclingingas though for succour, 
they beheld an infant boy. A shriek of 
imploring earnestness burst from the lips 
of the little suSerer, as his tender hands 
grasped the coarse serge of the abbot's 
garment. Father Betsolin raised him in 
his arms : but short was the moment of 
caressing fondness: the infant stranger 
was resigned to the care of a lay-brother; 
and all thoughts, all assiduities, all exer- 
tions, reverted to the lifeless superior. 
Alas ! no feeble pulsation of the heart 

fluttered' 
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flu-t^tered beneath the pressure of anxious 
jpWction — no sigh passed his lips — no 
faint indication of lingering existence. 
Deep and vital was the wound : still was 
tifk* bright blade of the dagger sheathed 

*■ 

m-his breast ; and his hand, though mar- 
bled in death, grasped the mysterious 
i memento of recognition. 

Long numbed, as it were, by the 
•drertvhclming influence of horror, a 
deep laiguor, a supine inactivity, pre- 
vail^ among the brethren of Valom* 
bre : awe-stifuck, they gazed at each 
other, though each alike was incap- 
able of exertion ; and not till the sun 
had reached its meridian height was the 
murderer thought of, was the mtirderer 
sought after. Instantly a new pursuit 
prevailed: hope for the reanimation of 
the abbot had expired, and zeal, not to 

colour 
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*4^oIour devotion with the mortal passion 
of revenge, spurred on to seize the *- 
ttiiegioHS hypocrite, who, under the 
guise of piety, in the very precincts of 
immaculate faith, had crushed the plead- 
ings of Christian charity, and martyred 
the officiating servant of Heaven. 

But vain proved every exertion : though 
each comer of the monastery, though 
each woody glen, though each rocky de- 
file was diligently examined, night clos- 
ed on the researches of the fathers, with- 
out one ray of light beaming on the path 
of the proscribed. Day after 'day alike 
rose in exertion, alike closed in disap- 
pointment ; and the sad remains of the 
murdered abbot St. Theodore were con- 
veyed to the last silent receptacle of 
mortality, pitied, deplored, but una- 
venged. 

Time^ which assuages the pangs, of 



20 CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRE. 
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anguish, which blunts the arrows of 
affliction, which wipes even from the 
widowed cheek the burning tears of cor- 
roding woe, and in the aching heart of 
orphaned sorrow implants resignation 
and^cquiescence — time restored to the 
calm current of devotional exercise the 
holy brotherhood of Valombre. 
■-'''' But the boy ? my readers inquire — The 
bay was the bequest of Heaven — the boy 
was the charge of the father Betsolin. 
A foundling, and unknown, deserted^ 
friendless, destitute, at the baptismal font 
the name of Theodore was revived, and 
given by Christian sponsors to a new and 
innocent candidate for Christian hope. 

Nurtured beneath the monastic roof, ele- 
vated, even in infancy, to the divine wor- 
ship of reKgion, his hopes and his wishes, 
hisjoys and his anticipations, reached not 
beyond the prescribed limits of the con- 

veut 
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vent walls — reached not beyond the pi- 
ous praise of the virtuous father Betsolin. 
By him, the warm, the glowing energies 
of sensibility were awakened ; for he 
had catched the first smile of pleading 
helplessness ; he had coloured the first 
tint of dawning gratitu de. 

But though examples of divine resigna- 
tion, of patient endurance, of sublime sa- 
crifices, of heroic virtue, were constantly 
set before his eyes; though thedepravity^^. 
the ingratitude of man, was talked of with- 
out resentment; though the meek humili- 
ty of the saint prescribed patience under 
injury, gentleness and fortitude, even 
under suffering, shame, and death, yet at 
times would the nature of Theodore, 
would his warm and ardent feelings, be- 
tray an impatience, which threatened 
even the overthrow of monkish controul, 

an4 
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and which resisted the erudite dogmas 
of monkish reasoning. Then alone the 
heart must be assailed to quench the glow 
of passion ; and then alone the efferves- 
cing gust would pass away^ hushed upon 
the parental bosom of father Betsolin— 
would lose its aim, nay, its very being- 
would become the meek and yielding 
convert to obedience and con^vktion. 

Conscious that the delineation of the 
hero is the darling theme of an author's 
panegyric, yet will I not seek to decy- 
pher the internal movements of Theo- 
dore's soul. His character was scarce 
formed, because his character had never 
been called into being ; it wanted but 
the animating hand of opportunity, to 
stamp it great, magnanimous ; it wanted 
but incident and circumstance to arouse 
its energies, to give it all the fortitude^ 
/ ^ all 
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all thfii-sentiment, all the substance of 
equUy, moderation^ and virtue* 

£r^ ten revolving masses hadstamped tlie 
yearly commemoration of the abbot St. 
Theodore's nuirder^ an incident^ if not 
worthy of being recorded, at least suffi- 
cient to evince that no, common soul ac- 
tuated the mind andconduct of the found* 
ling^ occurred at VaLombre. 

At the extremity of a serpentine 
walk^ cut through the close intwin- 
ing branches of sombre evergreens^ in 
the midst of a grove of cypress^ weep- 
ing bircb^ and cedars of Lebanus, was 
scited a small building, originally a 
watch-tower^ to command the rocky 
passes to this monastery, but now, un- 
der the inspection of the father supe- 
rior^ converted into a chapel sacred to 
hia own. meditations. The contrast to his 

pred^c^«j^^x^ 
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predecessor^ a commanding and imperi- 
ous demeanour guised an innate worthi- 
ness of heart ; and the abbot Augustin 
frequently incurred the smothered mur- 
murs of the community, betause he was 
too proud to relax from the dignity of 
his situation: fear, not love, consequent- 
ly actuated the conduct of the monks; 
and respect,*' not confidence, duty, not 
inclination, enforced the claims of au- 
thority. 

Within this chapel, thus dedicated . 
to prayer and self-scrutiny, the play- 
ful foot of vouth was forbid to 6nter : 
Theodore had explored with scrutinizing 
eye the deep intricacy of the grove ; but 
Theodore, on pain of deprivation and 
disgrace, was interdicted crossing the 
threshold. As he was one day reclining 
upon a bank of moss^ immediately be« 
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neath the walls of the chapel^ woadering 
at the refttrictioOy ^hich pride held sacred, 
but which curiosity strongly urged him 
to violate^ he perceived not the cautious 
approach of Mieholi jthe gardener. Smil* 
ing at the apparent abstraction of his 
young favourite^ the old man plucked an 
apple from a neighbouring branch, and 
incautiously flung it^.not with the intent 
pf alarming^ but of arousing him. The 
unfortunate apple, winged by the' very 
. goA.of mis.chieC shivered the storied 
window direqtiy over thealtar-piiece, and 
fell into the chapel. Theodore started. 
Old Nicholi turned pale. '' Holy saints V* 
he ejaculated, '^I have sinned . beyond 
pardon — I shall be driven with disgrace 
and shame from Valon^bre." 
, '* Do not fear," whispered Theodore; 
'* I will not betray ypu.'' • 

TOL. !• C liWwA\ 
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Nicholi iBed, for the opening of the 
chapel-door succeeded. Theodore shruhk 
not within the sheltering umbrage of the 
grove> but stood undaunted^ though in 
the presence of the angry abbot. *' Pro- 
fane^ sacrilegious boy !'' exclaimed the 
superior^ holding forth the luckless in^ 
truder^ " know you this apple ?" 

** Yes, holy father," mildly replied 
Theodore, '' it grew, a few minutes ago^ 
upon jpinder tree." 

*' And your unhallowed band," sternly 
rejoined the monk, '' aimed it at the 
very altar of my devotions." 

*' Not my hand, father in God," said 
Theodore, " but the sport of accident." 

^' Accident !" incredulously repeated 
the superior, sternly viewing a firmness 
which appeared to him the eflfects of ef- 
frontery. " Fie, fie, Theodore! seek 

not 



r. 

r^^ 
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«ot by subterfuge to bide your wilful and 
malicious intentions; nor^ to screen a 
faulty fly to the mean^ the sinful expedi* 
ent of falsehood." 

^^ Falsehood ! " echoed the youths his 
proud heart swellings and his cheek flush- 
ing the crimson of indignant anger— « 
'^ Falsehood ! Father^ had I been capable 
of the charge^ I mighty by flight, have 
evaded your suspicion — Falsehood! *** 

^ Who 4heii .hurled the app^ V* inter* 
rupted the abbot. 

'* Lhave answered you/* replied Theo« 
-dore. 

*' Goto your cell, and learn respect," 
angrily exclaimed the abbot. '' Boy, you 
have defaced the chapel'a consecrated al« 
lar^and shivered the holy image of a 
martyred saint — go to your cell, I com* 
jnand yoQ> and tjiere await the punish- 

c 2 ment 
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merU my justly-offended clemency may 
awardl;*^ 

Without the slightest appearance of 
fear, with a countenance firm from prin- 
ciple, not the too common bravado of 
spirit, Theodore quitted the grove. Re- 
gret for the anger of the abbot had given • 
plate to indignation for the suspicions 
he had breathed : his blood boiled ; his 
heart feft too big for his bo$om ; he 
longed to stand forth arrayed in alf the 
nativrfnnocence of his character; yet to 
screen old Nicholi, he determined to 
brave even an apparent deviation from 
truth ; he determined to persevere in si- 
lence, to endure punishment Vithout a 
murmur ; for he felt that oppression is 
bearable, when the soul is incapable of 

dishonour. ^ 

,,'... ■' 

While Theodore was buried in the 
*' solitude 
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solitude of his little chamber, the*tale' 
of his supposed aggression was told and 
retold among the brethren, and his ob- 
stinacy and artifice discussed and con- 
demned. His judges were stern, because 
l^ingthemselvesdead to venal trespasses, 
they knew not how to excuse an error 
which bigotry swelled into sin. The 
consecrated window of the chapel was 
broken, and playfulness and inadverten- 
cy were poor pleas for a result so inau- 
spicious; nay^ ievca father Betsolin, 
blinded by appearances^ mournfully ac- 
quiesced in (be condemnation. < The 
little' culprit ■' was ^ summoned : no tear 
bedewed his ctieek ; no relaxing indica- 
tion of contrition : he lo4)ked a hero, as 
boldly hd stood biefoi'ehis^ Accuser. . The 
story was again repeated, ^nd his persb^ 
vering'Vfirbaness again diipl&yed. He 

c 3 %^^^ 
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spoke not in defence : numbers and c!r«' 
cumstances were against him: he looked 
at father Betsolin^ but no approving smile 
animated his features : once the monk 
vrhispered^ " Theodore^ acknowledge 
your fault ;** but Theodore's reply was t 
glance of proud superiority. 

The trial was closed; the sentefncevraa- 
decided ; for a whole week^ Theodore 
was to be banished the society of the 
fathers — for a whole week^ Theodore was 
to know no relaxation from study. 

^' Why are you so undaunted ?*' i^' 
quired father Betsolin> tracing no change 
in the countenance of his young charge. 

" Because I am innocent," firmly re- 
plied Theodore. 

The monk shook his head, and the boy 
retreated towards the door. 

" Stop, stop," exclaimed old Kicholi, 

who, 

.1 
k 
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ivho^ entering at the instant^ forcibly -Wk^ 
conducted him to the abbot. 



'' *Twas I who threw tLe apple — 'twas 
I who broke the chapfl-window */' and 
then panegyrizing the pensyering ge- 
Bfrosity of the youthj he recapitulated 
the incident 

father Betsolin snatched Theodore ta 
his bosom^ and Theodore bunt into 
tears. '* Why do you weep ?" demanded 
the delighted monk* 

*' Because/' sobbed Theodore^ ^' old 
Nicholi thinks I cannot bear puni^ 
ment.** 






€ 4 CHAR 
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CHAP. III. 

^hatlam 
Iff but thy gift: amk^ what thou canst of m«, 
Secure fl^o repulse. - Dbyden. ' t 



Oh ! be huah*d, 
Ye dictates of my ever-torturing rwwM''? ^- , 

( . * lit me hot thinfc. HatwooAi^ ''fk:j. 




ABSTRtrsE and unceasing were the studies of 
the young Thbodore: no compulsion, na 

■ 

argument was necessary to point out the 
tract to knowledge : blessed with a judg- 
.^ Wiiii which wanted but experience to 
4i|;dimp it erudite ; blessed with a heart 
stored with every emulous, every noble 
qualification, he would kiss the chasten- 
ing hand of affection ; he would thank 
the lips of discriminating error. Tis 
true, at times, the playful frolic of youth 
would relax the native pensivenes^ of 

thought ; 






■\ ■ 
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fiiobght; yet had custom tinged eyetty^ 
idea with gloomy seriousness ; and what 
gained birth in example^ soob strength* 
ened into confirmed ^habit. His chief 
atiiusemei^ consisted in the culture of his 
)fffie garden, in the conversation of fa-, 
tber BetBoIin, and in exploring the clois* 
tered mazes of the monastery. His eyes 
never wearied in perusing the mouldept 
ing monuments of departed worth ; Ipj^ 
heart never sickened at the calls of de^ 
votion ; neither did his mind wander^ in 
sanguineimpatience^ beyond walls, whick 
from infancy bad been his boundary> and 
which, though familiar, created not dilf 
gust. 
Excluded the benefits of enlightened 

■ 

society, shut out from, spcial cfan^^j^id 

polite intercourse^ confined solelyr.t^ rflMt 

Jfconverse of men, who> from misfortune 

c 5 from 
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fiffiih caprice, or from misanthropy, had 
forsworn all the incitements of pleasure 
•s— all the thiHiu of consanguinity — ^all 
the allurements of friendship — all the 
delusions of love-^Theodore^ with the 
sorftened sadness of melanchory, had im^ 
^bibed a dee^ a propelling tU^nre of 
f omance^ which coloured every action of 
fa^ ftUure life; which left his heart open 
^^^i|| impression, and his mind alive to 
quick and dangerous susceptibility. 

Sometimes life offered no -charms be* 
yond the cowPs negative existence; 
sometimes the awe of devotional rit^^ 
the thrilling ecstacies of enthusiastic worr 

« 

ship, conquered every sensation, and ele^ 
^rttt#4birai to the highest pinnacle of di<- 
Viv^^pture : then again. Nature, strug* 
;gling against the usurpation, would re* 
4€em her empire, and something more 

than 
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than religion would colour the sigh 
which wafted from his soul. Alas! lie 
had yet to learn the force of passion^ 
the tyranny of love ! Alas ! he had yet 
to learn the sleepless nights^ the tear* 
. bedewed pillow of hopeless fascination-— 
,he had^itp feel the pleasing pangs of 
infant »tbqdment« and smile at a bon*' 
dage^ which for life would he not forego ! 
God of nature ! he had yet to leam^ thfit 
man's boasted prerogative of reason *is 
. but a feather in the scale of preposses- 
sion ! 

Ever pliant to the calls of affection^ 
ever grateful to the thrill of tenderness^ 
Theodore would fly^ with pleasing name- 
less, at tention^ to the melancholy haunts 
of father Betsolin^ whose countenance, 
and whose, pursuits^ evinced Qiore than a 
common distaste for the world — would 

c6 "^ fly^ 



fly] in Aie limii^ assighed to amiisettiiiht 
Knd recreation, to stipport the steps of 
life valued preceptor — to awakeil i smile 

'"- — to rob corrosive sorrow oC one fcsler- 

» » ■ • ■ 

ihgpang. 

• • • , 

_ ^ 

Hie iKlonk, grateful foi" thfe rrch bar- 
v^t of his own unceasing toitu-grateful 

" for i heaf t, throbbing, as tt were, under 
Kis own fbrhiation, acktiowliedged him a 
ik>la(ce'^^accej)ted him a ' companion— 

^ nominated him a friend. 

' it was at the ctose of day, that Theo- 
dore, glowing with a new-formed pro- 
ject, hastened in search of father Betso- 
Viri,'t6 pour iilto his bdsom the confi- 
dence of a romahtic decision. He found 
iiim benelsith the cypress grove, which 
waved over the no longer interdicted 
chapel. "^ "Father," he articulated, and 
then paused; fbr a momentary damp 

crushed 



r 






« 



CONFESSIONAL OF tauhmbL 37 
crashed the ardour of bis feeNogt, 



€€ 



i€ 



tracing the early lineaments of sorrow 
on the furrowed cheeks of his comps* 
nion. 

Proceed^ mj son>'' said the monk. 

Alas ! you have been weepings" ob- 
served Theodore : and then> in accents 
half-sorrowful^ half-reproachful, conti- 
nned-**' Why do you court this uncon- 
genial solitude ? why fly to haunts^ which 
even from the brow of cheerfiiliie» miM 
snatch the ready smile, and contiact it 

« 

with the gloom of thought ?'' 

'' Because it is necesary to my being,'* 

■ 

replied the monk. '^ Believe me, my 
young friend, it is our actions, aot oor 
mtuationi, which stamp the colour erf* oor 
reflections.'' 

^' Tfieo,'' eageriy njoined Thoodcwr, 
^' irast the reflective fatie be briiliaat 

Father^ 
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^l£atber^a9oti1 like yours, breathing the pare 
essence of philanthropy, versed io every 
Christian attribute, existing, lingering 
on earth, but to bless and to instruct 
—^soothing, comforting, redressing-— 

Ah ! -*' 

. ''Forbear, my son," interrupted fa- 
ther Betsolin : '' elevate me not beyond 
this mortal calling : though dead to the 
ivorldy. though the energies of eroula-* 
' tion hiiv#|ong been frozen, jet does the 
pleasing praise of affection whisper that 
the weakness of humanity still prevails*'' 
'^ I would tread in your footsteps,'* 
eagerly exclaimed Theodore, reverting 
in a moment to his original purpose ;. '' I 
too would die to the world ; I too would 
crush the energies of emulation. Father, 
give me but an approving smites jand to* 

r 

morrow I prostrate myself at the feet of 

the 



k 
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the abbot — to-raorrow I oflTer the volun^ 
tary sacrifice of an inspired soul/' 
. *' You, Theodore! "said the astonished 
monk-*-" you become a brother of Va* 
lombre! — you wed your being to for- 
bearance and deprivation ! First speak 
your reasons; first explain the grounds 
of your decision. Tis no momentary 
burst of enthusiasm — 'tis no premature 
birth of zeal-^'tis' no expatriated hope^ 
or capricious fancy, which warrants the 
renunciation/' 

" Father/' rejoined Theodore, " tell 
me one blessing I have ever enjoyed be- 
yond these walls, and then talk of re« 
nunciation/' 

" When these walls become for life n 
limitation," said the monk ; '' when |ia-» 
ture and ^when feeling pine for emanci^* 

pation ; 



WT CQNFESSIOKAL 07 YALOMBBB. 

patibn; Vfhen liiaturily sickens at the 
decision of youths and« revels in' the rich 
anticipations of forbidden pleasure^ then» 
boy — then, Theodore, will the question 
be«solved/' ■ •m 

''And yet you fled .the world/* ex-i 
clatmed our hero — " ^oiisought content 
within the narrow boundary of a religi- 
fm cell: — s/ou curbed the wiM wishes of 
yotfr heart ; and one calm unvarying 
line of duty has been the tract of your 
life/' 

" True/' observed father Betsolin: 
'' but mark the difference of our motives 
^— I took the cowl, because the world had 
nothing more to offer; because sorrow 
bad dried every sluice of consolation, 
an4 nature aind futurity were barren-^1 
took the cowl biecause all hopie of peace 

was 



1 
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was exterminated; because death had 
levered the dear ties' of connubial confi- 
dence and, love " 

'" Love/* interrupted the ardent Theo- 
dore — '* oh, father ! that is an enigma 
which perception cannot solve." 

'' It 18 kn enigma which the heart fco^ 
vets/' rej^oined the mortk, gMitig on the 
glowing energies of soul which spoke in 
every feature of the youth, as the bright 
rays of the moon shone full 'upon his 
face, and the light breeze of evening 

parted the ebon locks floating on his 

* 

forehead. *' But you interrupt me — I 
took the cowl, because an insatiate wbrld 

• * 

diemanded exertions which my btoken 
spirit could not make; because hope 
pictured no expectations for time to re- 
alize, and memory harrowed the pro- 
tracted pilgrimage of existence — I took 

the 
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ttie, cowl, because the serapb-form at 
Religion^ like the rays of the sun, pene- 
trating the n\ists of darkness^ shot through 
my benighted brain^ and presented na 
atK:hor of reliance. I yielded to tht 
sweet consoler — I trod the path marked 
out by Heaven — ^I became a humble can* 
didate for favour ; and beneath the roof 
of Valombre, regained that peace { 
thought for ever fled. But you, Theo* 
dore, you can educe no plea to embrace 
the sacred, covenant ; you can hold forth 
no substantial argument, to silence the 
fresh-springing obstacles of fickle fancy« 
Your years are not the years of discre« 
lion ; your decisions are not the deci>- 
Mons of mature deliberation — you have no 
contrasting woes to lighten the lingering 
.flight of time ; for your sorrows are not 
:the legitimate offspring of misfortune. 

Though 






1 
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Though a monk^ I would not f^iTt|jhir 
TOW of celibacy on the unguarded; 
though a monk, I would not bind the 
y<^Khfui heart in the chains of thraldom; 
for I am no candidate for Heaven^through 
the offering of an inexperienced sacri- 
fice r" 

^' Ah no ! it is no inexperienced sacri** 
fice/' interrupted Theodore. 

Father Betsolin smiled*^'' Name but 
the experience which eighteen years, 
passed within this conventi ii» have 
gleaned, and I am silenced/' 

The youth hesitated, then replied: 
'' The perpetual cdm — the unclouded 
content — the unvaried prayers of the 
hory brothers, surely, father, offer an un- 
questionable precedence/^ 

'' No, my soq,** rejoined the moulfi,^ 
^' your own weapon is the foil by which 

I would 
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I W0uld convict you. The prospects of 
age, and the prospects of youth, are seen 
through different, mediums: the one 
closes the world ; the other opens oh tht 
%vorM: the one points to the comirrg 
glot^of eternity ; the other fafti the an- 
ticipations of bliss^ and revels in the lux« 
ury of thought. First obliterate the 
years which must intervene ere youi 
reach the age of those examples you 
would, po^outj and then speak with the 
confide|pr of security. I have traced 
your heart — ^I hav-e formed its every 
wish, its every sensation : the utivaryirig 
calm of devotion witt not saHsfy it ; the 
sUptne inactivity, the • negative calm of 
profession, will freeze and corrode it 'to 
chilling stagnant inierisibilky. Alas t xh4' 
peftt-*hp rfgh will rise, the repining tear 
will hoWi when death shall be the sole 
^ passport 
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passport to emancipation— 'when slum- 
ber's bright visions shall mock the goal 
reality whispers can never be passed. 
Yguth must not shrink from the busy 
scenes of life — scenes which the Creator 
of nature ordains and commands — scenes 
which unfolds the energies of action^ and 
stamps the temperament^ the virtue^ the 
character of man." 

*' Scenes which destiny forbids me to 
enter!" exclaimed Theodore, ?jorwhy, 
alone and* solitary, am I stationed be- 
• neath the roof of Valombre ? why ba- 
nished^he claims of kindred ? why ba- 
nished the shelter of a parent's arms? 
Father," and eagerly he grasped the arm 
of the monk, '*I have beard the abbot — 
I have heard the holy brothers call me 
foundling — I have heard them speak of 
mystery-*-! have heard them whisper 

murder. 
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murder. Father— ^Jhit you are pale — say 
then is it true ? 'Ah ! you shudder — you 
turn away your face. Once, in the chapel^ 
I heard them talk of sacrilege^ of profa- 
nation^ of bloody of a dagger, of a ring : 
and when they beheld me, they cried— 
* Wronged, injured Theodore !' Why 
did they call me wronged ? why did they 
call me injured ? Father, tell me the in- 
juries I should redress? tell me the being 
who has deprived me of nature's inhe- 
ritance— -a parent's blessing; and through 
the world, yes," with proud, with digni- 
fied superiority, '^ even to the gfesR'e will 
I pursue him." 

" The type of Christian faith is for- 
giveness -of injury,*' reproachfully ob- 
served father Betsolin, *' is meekness un- 
der suffering, is endurance, fortitude, 
submission— *ah, then, Theodore ! how 

can 



ii. 
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can you offer yioqiself a candidate for 
profession? Even in the world, 'these 
bursts of impetuosity would be danger- 
ous ; invested with the sacred mbit of 
religion, they_ become criminal." 

*' You do not tell me the tale — you 
do not elucidate the mystery/' almost 
breathless, articulated Theodore, who, 
yielding to his own incongruous ideas. 
Bad lost every syllable of the monk's ex- 
ordium. '' Point out the tract of blood 
that I may trace it. Tell me why I ani 
here, unknown^ unclaimed, ^pnacknow- 
ledged? tell me what ^ireful foe hasblasted 
the early spring ctf promise ?" — oh; fa- 
ther 1 tell me the guessed- at secret, and 
by yon chaste luminary," raising his 
dasped hands to the cloudless moon, ^'I 



swear " 



*^ Forbear! forbear! breathe not the 

frantic 
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frantioa^severation/'interruptedtheshud- 

" derm|fr^4tionk. '' Rash boy ! the aveng- 

^ ing wrath of Heaven rest on the offender : 

far be if, for us.to delegate the power of 

Omnipotence.** 

*' Pardon me, friend ! counsellor ! 
benefactort do not chide me: even now 
my pent-up bosom feels a weight threat^ 
ening suffocation. Ah, God ! it is not 
the injuries of self? — no, no; it is a fa*^ 
ther*s — it is a mother's wrongs I would 
avenge.*' 

^'Afatl^! a mother! "said the monk. 
*^ Theodore, you J»ve : what wilcl sur* 
mise, what groundleK supposition, erec* * 
ted the baseless fabric of delusive hope?" 
'' No wUd surmise y no groundless suppa^* 
sition," replied Theodore ; '' *tis the un- 
erring voice of Heaven ; 'tis the present 
timent of nat|^ ; I feel I am not an 

orphan — 
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tjrphan — Father, my heart is proud — I 
feel it owns no ignoble lineage." 

" And yet," said fathci* Bet^lin, " you 
\^uld sacrifice its ardent hopes, its glow- 
ing attributes, on the dull cold altar of 
devotion ; you would take the cowl, and 
waste all the energies of thought, all the 
play of action, in the midnight vigil ; 

you would " 

. ^' No, not now, father, not now," 
eagerly rejoined the youth. *' Convic- 
tion breaks upon my mind like a ray 
from heaven : it Heems to' ffspire me, 
fl will not fly the wq^ — I will not court 
the supine inactivity of conventual soli- 
tude^ — I will fulfil the aim of my being 
— I will uncloak the scene of horror, and 
drag the cruel perpetrator of a parent's 
wrongs to justice, to condemnation — oh! 
give the but a clue to guide my search ; 
VOL. I, D direct 
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direct me through the maze of darkness^ 
tell me why the holy brothers called rae 
wronged, i^Jured Theodore; and I will fly, 
in endless persevering scrutiny, o'er 
land, o'er ocean. Yes, by the all-wise^ 
all-omniscient Creator of earth, of hea- 
ven, to the globe's furthest boundary wiJI 

I roam, to " 

'' Boy," interrupted the monk, in ac- 
cents of stem reproof, *^ know you the 
' import of your rash and irreligious fer- 
vour ? True heroism is meek, is lowly.: 
not vaunmig in idle words, in boasting 
phrases, in noisy asseverations. You wouUf, 
be a hero; first become a man.: you 
would be an avenger ; .change itj and 
become a Christian/' 

Theodore sighed ; he bowed in acqui- 
escence to the monk's reproof; but still 
his eyes Hashed &rej and the heightened 

flush 
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flush upon his cheek betrayed Ihtf^l^ 
of the mmd. ' * *' 

'' Tis strange,** punmad fatHtr Betso-^ 
Yin, ** that an ideal cause, an imagined 
injury, can thus lay waste the noble im* 
pulse of mercy ! If the hydra-headed 
shadow of self-created wrongs can thus 
o/erthrow the long, the arduously-erect- 
ed firmness of the mind, where exists 
security, even for virtue, even for hon- 
our, when assailed by temptation ? The*> 
odore, I would have you live free from 
the ties of the church, because I would 
have you live to fulfil the claims society 
has on the young and the happy ; not 
to sacrifice the calm dignity of modera- 
tion to inordinate passion, not to pro- 
fane the fair face of mercy by the irenay 
of revenge." 

What ties can society boast,''demanded 

D 2 Theodore/ 
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>re, "ivhlch possess not a kindred 

TKii^vithin your own bosom ? Father, 

Vtj|^#ne,^am 5t)ung — but, ah! not hap- 

py. Eighteen years ago, nay longer," 

• 

fixing (lis dark eyes on the countenance 
of the monk> ''possibly you might boast 
of both/' 

The monk started; he raised his spread 
band to his forehead. '' Touch not that 
string, Theodore," he articulated ; ^' 'tis 
grief, 'tis torture. Eighteen years ago — ^ 
ah, God of omnipotence ! eighteen years 
ago, I was writhing beneath a stroke 

^ " He paused, then piously drop- 

pmg the beads of his rosaty, and casting 
on Heaven a look of assured confidence, 
concluded — ''Pardon and peace to all !" 

*' Forgive me," faltered Theodore, all 
consideration yielding to the sorrows of 
hts friend. " Alas ! my heart bleeds, for 

having 
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having incautiously awakened the pangs 
of memory." . /. • 

'\ You have not awakened theni^ mj 
son/' he replied, forcing a faint smile, 
*' for, in truth, they never slumber. Even 
iq the very altar, the shade of murdered 
peace pursues me ; in my celTs solitude, 
%vhen wearied by long watching, the re- 
pose of nature weighs down my eye* 
lids, then— then does fancy conjure up a 
delusive train, and mock me with buried 
bliss. Theodore^ dear, mistakeiv boy ! 
believe me, eighteen years ago, there ex- 
isted no similarity between^ us.** 

'^Let us wave a discussion which fans 
but the flame of melancholy,*' said the 
youth, in imploring accents: " father, 
dear father, say no more; for* 'already 
does my heart smite me with ingratitude 
and presumption/* 

D 3 The 
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The monk rested his hand on the shout** 
der of ^Jheodore. " 'Tis your reason^ 
npt your heart, I would claim convert,'* 
be mildly observed. " Were you to taker 
the cowl, y6u would be flying from ima* 
gined difficulties to negative peace; you: 
would leave a station which God enjoin*^ 
cd, and man was born to fill. With me 
'tis different : my conscience acquits me 
of having slighted any command, of hav- 
ing shrunk from any duty; for whether 
I drop into the grave amidst the bustle *f 
the world, or whether I quietly sink to 
sleep beneath the roof of Valombre^ 15. 

immaterialw It was not misanthropy^ 

« 

neither was it guilt which drove me from' 
the haunts of my fellow-creatures: it wa& 
affliction; it was woe, deep, heartfelt, 
r have been a husband — I have been a 
fatherji*' struggling with the rising sobj. 

and 
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and dashing from his cheek the impulsive 
tear of memory — " You too may become 
z husband — you loo may becomte a fa- 
ther — you too may live '* 

"!!'• interrupted Theodore, and a 
new and delightful emotion throbbed 
in every vein — '' / become a hus- 
band !— / become z father ! — God of na- 
ture !'* raising his ardent eyes to the 
f^oudless concave of heaven^ '' what 
^M^ms of bliss— what visions of delight 
fit o'er my bvaiD ! I aHeviatej sofleo^ 
sooth the cares of affection ! — I catch the 
lisping accents oT tender ' infancy ! — / 
breathe the proud^ the grateful prayer 
of praise^ for growing virtues, for bud- 
ding promises, for parental transports ! — 
J^ when the winter of age steA o'er my 
being, freezing my youthful ardour, / 

]> 4 retrace 
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retrace that ardour^ re-acted, re-existing 



td 



in " 



*' Boy/' interrupted the monk, start* 
ing almost in frenzy, '* who delineated, 
the delusive vision ? who lingered o'er 
the perishable shadows of sublunary 
hope?" 

^'Nature,*' replied Theodore, his cheek: 
glowing, and his whold soul irradiating: 
his features— " Nature, father, portrayi|» 
the blissful prospect — Nature conveys th&^ 
eyes beyond the Vale of present being^^ 
and iixes on cloudless, endless joys/' 

*' Nature, aided by Fancy guiding the 

» 

peprcil of enthusiasoi, is a sedtictiYe, trea-. 
cherou& artist!*', mournfully observed 
the monk ; " methinks, in your picture^ 
Theodore^sbe has sketched the ocean> 
calm, smiling, undulating; not swoUen. 

with 
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with angry tempests, and deatb-fhrnght 
rocks — Alas ! she has sketched it such 
as it once appeared to me, vrhen the 
glowing sun of anticipation spread o'er' 
its lengthened surface the yellow beams 
of glorious splendour and transcendant 
brightness. But I lived to see it changed^ 
transformed. Spirit of mercy ! it rosey 
BOt with coming blackness, not with gra*' 
dual swell — it rose, it overwhelmed, it 
destroyed." 

The monk sobbed ; he clung to the 
arm of Theodore; his whole frame shook* 
in palsied, agitation ; he paused lor a 
moment, then wildly articulated — " Boy; 
if you wouM know peace, seek it in the 
grave; yet there, even there it may mock 
you. Misery led me to its brink : des- 
pair, deep, subtle, irremediable, congeal- 
ed the currenPbf hope, and existeficrf 

i>-5 pined 
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pi|:ved:for annihilation : but when I ex^ 
ten()(^d my arms to court the Lethe o£ 
sorrow^ the spectre ^^, death eluded* 
my embrace^ and though disease had 
bent me almost to its tempting oblivion, 
yet nature snatched me back^ reserving, 
me to envy^ not to share iis slumber9» 
Theodore, my soul sickens, my spirit 
^ die^— Theodore, ungrateful, dissatisfiedr 
-• > l?Py ! what dp^ you know of misery ?" 
i^ . „ " Not to you, father ; no,, not to you^** 
exclaimed the distressed youth : *' grati* 
tude is the very essence of my being*; 
call me dissaii^edy but„ in justice,, ia 
pity, call me not ungvatefuV^ 

" Tis to Heaven, not to- me, dear,;, 
adopted son of my affection V rej^oined 
the monk^ folding his almost sobbing 
p^ipil to his bosom. " Surely health, 
^e^ repose, youth, activity, enjoy« 

ment. 
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ment^ merit praise — merit thankful ado- 
ration." 

Theodore^ crossing his hands upon his 
bosom> moved smntly by the side of the 
monk. Their path was darkened by the 
thick entwining foliage interrupting the 
moonbeams, save, ever and anon, when- 
the softened breeze gently fanned aside 
the branches, and then the lengthened 
shadows reflected a thousand fiuitastic 
images. Theodore started : involuntarily 
he grasped the arm of his companion;- 
for, as his eyes rested on the ivy-crowned 
arch of the chapd^ he saw a figure glide 
Across the path« and shrink within its- 
shelter. '* Did you see it?" he eagerlr 
demanded.' ^ 

'' See what ?" questioned the monk; 

" As Heaven shall judge me," exclaim- 

dS cd 
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ed Theodare, " I lost a human: figure B^^ 
neath yonder arch !" 

The monk smiled. ^'/Twa? the cotrr-^ 
age of your own brain; i»y sbn, orpei?*- 
haps one of the holy brethren/* 

Theodore paused for a moment, thenc: ^ 
thoughtfully replied— " No, father^ ife 
■wore not the garb, of the order." 

* 

^ Then has ijr gained birth in f^mcy/,*" 
concluded father Betsolin. 

Theodore -replied' not :: he traced ia^ 
credulit}' in the speaking features of hiflk. 
friend : he could not produce pi^oof, bufr\ 
on. bis own miiid the evidence of h|$^ 
eyes stamped conviction. * 

Absorbed in the varying wishes, the u^-^ 
formed character, the quick, the grounds 
less projects of hi« pupil; father Betsolin 
fergot, in the re^niew of his romantic: 

hopes 



I 
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Ropes and wishes,, the sudden iotro^on 
of the figure ; and^ with a sigh of bitter 
tendency, exclaimed — '* Were I to doubt 
your affection^ were I to doubt the fer* 
vpur of your sincerity, justly, Theodore^ 
might you accuse me of ingratitude* 
Dear and deserted child I when first your 
helpless pleadings assaikd ray heart — 
when first, in the language of nature, 
you spoke desertion and' misery — wheo 
first, in the sweet, the irresistible yeani« 
ings of compassion, I raised you in my 
arms> though stained with the blood of 

the murdered " 

He paused abruptly, for the anxioiis, 
searching, horror-struck expression of 
Theodore's countenance recalled him to 
himself. " At that fearful period," he 
hesitatingly pursued, ^^ my heart was al- 
most broken > I was drooping, hopele^ 

cheerlcsa ; 
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cheerless; jjiKlKing beneath a stroKej 
which flad blighted all the energies of 
nature. The smiles of infant playfiilnessr 
courted a smile even from affliction — I 
became your debtor^ for you gave a 
charm to existence."" 

Theodore pressed the hand' of his 
friend. '* Father/^ he articulated, in the 
foil tide of grateful tenderness, *' y oui^ 
deeds, your actions are registered on the 
foundling's soul : and he you cherished; 
he who, deserted by nature^s tres, was 
cast upon your bounty, in the pious ofi 
fice of devotion, in the secret incense oP 
the spirit, breathes your eulogy to He&^ 



ven." 



i€ 



Your arm, my son,** said the monk, 

softened almost to tears. '* Now is the 

moment for confidence, for silence and 

solitude are ours : the step of intrusien, 

^ the 

V 
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Iha tongue of interruption theatens not 
the sweet participation of sympathy. 
My story can boast no grand achieve* 
ment^no heroic (eat; my story is-a sim* 
pie trial of the hearty in a series of suf<» 
ferings; but it is sufficient to proclaim, 
that the privilege with which I wooe<jb 
^is habit was not ideal/' 

"Ah! spare- yourself the rccitaV i IB* 
plored Theodore — *' To feelings like 
yours^ father^ the relation of past sor- 
rows must be agony." 

" No^ boy^ the sacrifice will be trifling, 
can it^ for a moment, impress on the 
murmuring soul the bliss of content. 
Theodore, I would teach you, not by pre* 
cept, but by example : I would be no 
stern mentor ; I would be an indulgent 
friend. My story will convince you, 
that caprice led me not to- this dwelling ; 

that. 
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that, estranged from society^ flying th'er 
ties of kindred^ my heart courted prayer 
as its only hope.. Theodore^ a spirit like, 
yoitrs requires more than mere warning;;:, 
it needs conviction/' 

'VBut nat at the expence of one so- 
dear, sa indulgent/' urged the youths 
"Father, behold me the meek disciple • 
of your principles, the convert to your 
arguments. Disclose the mysterious tale: 
of my first admission within these walls^ . 
but spare your mind the torture of re-* - 
capitulating woes, which defies even the 
alleviating power of time to efface/** 

^^ Think you I have curbed the angryv 
burst of passion, again to excite its fury ? - 
No, my son,** mildly observed fatherv 
Betsolin, " I. would soften, not irritate; 
I would behold you patient and submis«. 
^ivet^ iioti again convulsed with man's 
/ . ; deadly. 



^ 



\ ' . 



COMf BSSIOVAL OF TaLOMBRK*. 65. 

deadly, baleful curse of revenge. My 

story ** 

The monk paused abruptly, for the 
vesper bell chimed the call of devotion, 
and with pious haste he turned to Va- 
lombre. " When the evening duty is 
accomplished, when the hour of prayer 
is passed,'" he said, pausing at the et%» 
trance of the chapeli '^ remember, my 
soRi in the solitude of my ctU I shall 
await yoij.'t 



/ . . , • 
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GHAP. IV. 

Is comfort to be found la thinking then T 

Oh no 1 my mind has rang'd from thoug}it to thought^ 

from j^lace to plac^> to ft^ek it^->bot in. vain* 



Wltat ii this world f Thy ichooli oh miNry I 

Our only lesson ii to learn to luffer ; 

And he wbo^knowi. not that; wai horn for nothmg^ 

YOVKO- 

On quitting the chapel^ Theodore repair- 
ed to the cell of father fietsolm : prayer* 
had calmed the agitation of the good, 
man's mind, and he welcomed his young, 
favourite, with a smile of the sweetest 
benignity. Every discordant passfon^ 
slumbered^ for peace and hope appeared: 
alike to calm the present^ and to giU^ 
the future. 

'* You wonder/* said the monk, seat- 
ing himself by the side of the attentive 

Theodore, 



■- » - 



^T . fm . m m 



Theodore, •' - :: I'.t zz 71 I i^ t i^;- 

scribed icys^'' -"-f =- :- ::' zi'iz: '" ""•"^ 

a heart SI i-/. V.zrtz.'z 'fz'".". "t .'.' :• 

tions of fortir-e. fcTn : i :.: 

oppose the (derail ^r ^ 

argue a^aior tra .t^:;!:-!: 5 »-•;. ^: 

selF-iir.solftTiDr. TiKcrre, ; iii* rtacc* 

BOt TOUT bcST!, ftil bc 'ST' lutTt , r.^ 

lapse of Tezn ssul be mar^tr^ , i:i 

irhat, (ro2B nne cetkie-t* T »-yijf v.-.^- 

amiction. 



warliiue Seai^ arr esr^ 7 ^i 11 vu: p:s- 
ed in imdhg lie mi p. 'fT.-.:r*:i -J. 
a saldaer** f artnae tCi^s. zut yji:z :..x. 
of irax JBT iaiier 5*ar*i. nr* . n.i e-r^ 
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at the martial clang of drums and trum*' 
pets." 

'* Ahj to be born a hero l" exclaimed 
Theodore, imbibing the infection of he- 
roism, and gazing on the latent fire 
which, e'en beneath the cowl, betrayed 
a soldier's feelings. 

The monk smiled r he traced a new 
character in the animated eyes of Theo* 
dore> whosq every actron spoke 'a mind 
open to each succeeding impulse. ^* I 
too was an enthusiast,'* continued htlutm 
Betsolin; *' and when maturer years 
stamped nature's mellowed cast, I grasped ' 
X0y sovereign's banner, and became a: 
candidate for future fan^e. Leagued' 
with the forces af Spain, we met the hos- 
tile bands of warring Infidels, and in reli- . 
gion's cause^ deluged with human gore ai 

devotedv 



L 
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devoted land. Oh, fatal influence of 
misjudging power, to seize the shield of 
faith, and 'neath the cause of universal 
peace, to martyr nature! E'en now my 
soul revolts at the sad scenes of woe and 
desolation, for ijrar, with chilling sway, 
marbles the hearts of men, and stamps 
them deaf to the soft pleadings of hu- 
manity." 

The monk paused in momentary irre- 
solution; his lip quivered, and a tear 
rolled from his eye: piously he raised 
the cross which pended from his girdle ; 
and as he steadfastly gazed upon it, the- 
influence of faith recalled the reign of 
fortitude, for in accents of restored com- 
posure, he resumed — *' Twas at the head 
of an adventurous band, I pierced the 
smoking ruins of a scattered village, to 
^hich the firebrand of enthusiastic zeal 

had 
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had fatally been applied. My heart,' 
alive e'en to the misery of these denoun- 
ced Infidels, and panting to save the vic- 
tims of mistaken bigotry, shrunk not at 
danger ; aud though the shrieks of op- 
pression sounded from the ruined pile of 
desolation, still mercy gave ine strength 
and perseverance. Guided by the sounds 
I mounted a flight of Parian steps, and 
beheld, in a small temple, dismantled 
and defaced, an aged Moor, still combat- 
ing, with bleeding wounds and unsub- 
dued courage, the bold attack of a re- 
lentless Spaniard. 'Twas the last effort 
nature could essay — the sad-, the frantic 
i|^retch of paternal fondness*— for at the 
instant that I rushed to succour, the ci- 
meter dropped powerless, and blood and 
tears commingled on the soft bosom of 
an ttgel child. The Moor, exhausted 
• * V dying/ 
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"dyings still glanced defiance^ still grasp- 
ed the hand of his beloved charge — then 
vrhispered Alia — and died. Thrown on 
my care by nature and by Heaven^ I rais- 
ed the weeping Cassima ; and as I led her 
from the contemplation of ber woes^ I 
swore^ by the great Author of my beings 
to guard her with 4he tender caution of 
a brother — But ah ! how dangerous was 
gratitude from lips like Cassima's ! I 
had sworn to act> but could not feel a 
brother's part — Love, tyrannic Love ! as- 
sumed his sway, and bound me the resist- 
less slave of hopes and wishes." 

Again the monk paused, for he marked, 
in the countenance of his youthful audi- 
tor, a variation of expression. 

" Love!" faltered Theodore— '' ah, fa- 
ther! I tremble for you;" and then^ 

witl^ 

■ ^ 
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with shuddering horror, he concluded^ 
*' an Infidel ! an apostate to the faith !'* 

'' An angel !** eagerly rejoined father 
Belsolin. *' Mistaken boy! Cassima^ 
my Cassima was more than woman ! Con- 
viction wrought the change : and when^ 
in the divine spirit of Christianity, she 
owned the God I worshipped, then did 
the bright, the heavenly spark of pure 
undying piety, denote the deep conver- 
sion of her inward soul/' 

^' Ah, you have wrought salvation !** 
exclaimed the enthusiastic youth; '' you 



»» r^ 



''Cassima lived — Cassima died a Chris- 
tian !" interrupted the monk. 

" Cassima is in heaven!*' again burst 
from the lips of Theodore. 

The monk bowed in acquiescence; 
^- hi* 
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his ^nds were clasped; and his tear- 
fraught eyes forbad each eflfort to speak. 
It was long ere sorrow yielded to com- 
posure^ for a thousand tender recollec* 
tions crowded upon memory^ and revived 
the bitter trials of the past. " To enu- 
merate the t6i>fler virtues^ the excellen- 
cies of the gentle Moor^"' at length re- 

* 

sumed father Betsolin, '^ would be to^ 
swell my sad recital^ without unfolding 
the gradual progress of piy sorrows : be 
it enough to say, that love^ omnipotent 
and eternal, engrossed my soul. Le^s 
captivated with the external beauty, than 
with the simplicity, the innocence, the 
artless graces of Cassima, I considered 
her the most precious gift of my Crea- 
tor ; and received her at the altar of my 
faith, as the worshipped bride, the tender 
partner of my existence. Week?, montl^j^ 

vol., h E (J^' 
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of unclouded bliss became my <rwn. 
Peace smiled upon my native plains^ and" 
I returned to the bosotn of my c<MliiM|P^ 
loving and beloved. Ah ! how little can 
the soul, unaUied, uninfluenced by sym- > 
pathy, conceive the pure delights, the 
unalloyed transports of mutual love, and 
mutual confidence ! ' Thought meeting , 
thought, and will preventing will.' How 

ijttie — " ; . 

'* It must be a foretaste of Heaven !**" 
interrupted Theodore, his cheeks glow- 
ing with the fervour of his ideas — *' ah, 
father ! it must be as the pure award of 
beatified spirits !'* 

The monk echoed a responsive sigh, 

then, forcing a smile of melancholy birth, 

pursued — '^ In the sweet retreat I haA 

chosen. Heaven and nature augmented 

ly blessings : my Cassima made me a 

, .. father, 'c 

k 
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fath^r^ and rapturous were the sensations 
Jjj^rt novel tie awakened ! Wrapt^ as it 
mPl^fithin my comforts^ the world va- 
nished as a cloud before my sight : I felt 
elevated beyond the reach of affliction : 
the possibility of change damped not my 
ardour ; and even my l/yve became more 
fervent^ more exalted. Often as I gazed 
on this new^ this innocent candidate for 
protection-— often, as I #whispered the 
thanksgiving of a grateful heart, did I 
pity the being, who, unfixed, estranged^ 
owning no care but self, ne'er traced the 
smile of early recognition— ne'er clasped 
the pledge of hallowed love. Alas ! faia 
would I linger o'er the hours of felicity ! 
fain forget the chilling blast of rude ca- 
lamity ! fain blot from 4he faithful regis* 
ter of memory the coming contrast^ 
which from woe claimed not one 

E 2 \S\^\3iJ 
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itientary suspension ! an7 yes," and he 
taised his eyes in reverence .to 
^' fain would I revise the blissfi 
when Cassima and our child claimed 
every thought, every action of my life! 
rt was a period the soul will dwell on* 
vhilst yet the corporeal frame reuiains 
accessible to soft impression/' 

The monk paused for a few m^oments. 
•then, with a shuddering sigh, proceeded 
~'* The blast of war again sounded, and 
honour called me from the bosom of my 
family : the glow of heroism was re- 
kindled^ was refelt; the slumbering trance 
of valour roused at the charge, and each 
impulsive hope betrayed a soldier's feel- 
ings. Behold me then, tearing mvself 



from the intwining arms of Cassima, and 
^jiiebanging, for the blissful calm of love^ 
rUs, the incertitudes of war. Quick 

was 
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was the chaogfe from tears of tender sor- 
row to the necessary exertions of per- 

\tigJi valour ; for scarce had we lost 

I.. 

of the rocky cliffs of our native 

land, scarce had we ploughed the waves- 
of unobstructed space, when a corsair, 
bearing down upon us, boarded, and, af- 
ter a desperate resistance^ captured oup 
vessel. I was senseless — I was lost ta the 
consciousness of our calamity ; for iir 
the early part of the engagement, a deep 
and anguished wound had checked alike 
sensation and exertiom Ah> Theodore !"' 
eontinued father Betsolin, " long, ray- 
l^ss was the blank of time whicb inter- 
vened \ heavy the hours of sufferance X 
"When I awoke to life, when I awoke to 
Fecollection, I found myself a captive, 
without one ray of hope to lighten i^ 
prison's gloom/ Twas then the pj 

s 3^ 
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absence became more bitter; 'twas then 
my Cassima, and our babe^ arose to me* 
mory, and sharpened the torture of des*:.- 
pair. Father of Heaven ! had demhl*^ 
ah no ! Pardon, omnipotent Ruler of 
the Universe, pardon the weak arraigner 
of thy decrees ! Had prosperity shone 
upon my path, had happiness been ray 
Idli this cowl had not been worn, the type 
of resignation and unmurmuring piety/' 

# 

•' To woes like yours," said the sym- 
pathizing Theodore, '' where, but in the 
balm of religion, can the soul find com* 
fort?" 

" True, my son,*' resumed the monk, 
numbering the beads of his rosary ; '* 'tis 
a source which never fails; when man for- 
sa]ces, when health, when fortune disap- 
pears, 'tis a rock of adamantine strength^ 
tl^jllfir of ages^ and the prop of worlds. 

Ifif. . Even 
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Even at this period of time," regaining 
the thread of his narrative, " the recol- 
lection of the pangs which accompa- 
nied restored sanity rouses every faculty 
of action. Alas ! excess of misery serves 
but to animate the torpid mind, exerting 
it to fortitude, and renovating the nearly- 
exhausted thread of existence. 

" Landed at Tunis, my health scarce re- 
stored, when the price of my liberty was 
paid by a rich renegado, and my proud 
and struggling spirit compelled to sub- 
mit to all the degradations of slavery. AI- 
Zahel, the tyrant I was destined to serve, 
possessed a wife — that fiend — that wife— 
ah, give me pause \'^ and father Betsolia 
grasped the hand of his pupil,, and clung 
for support to his shoulder. Theodore 
spoke noti he. traced the torture of ex- 

* 4 cessive 
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cessive feeling, yet he felt incapable of 
giving comfort. 

At length, wifli a heaVy sigh, he con- 
tinued — *' If was past sunset, long Sft^ 
my fellow-slaves had retired from thi^ 
scene of their labours, that dwelling on 
the cheristred image of my absent Cassi- 
ma, I lingered in the gardens of the ha- 
rem — I had thrown myself beneath the 
spreading luxuriance of a rose-bush, my 
eyes fixed on the partial reflections of 
glory which still mellowed the purple- 
tinted bo^om of the west. In idea, I \Va^ 
happy : the dire doom of slavery was 
fofgotten : I stemed transported to thfe 
blissful caltfi of fAy littfe ^dniilh— GasfeU 
iria riBturned nfiy carfe&es, and the sittrle 
of innocence fepohed o*fer the dowhy fta- 
lures of iiiy boy. ! know not how long 

■'^ this 
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this' trance of thought continued ; 9ud<^ 
denly it vanished ; suddenly a new dan- 
ger rushed athwart my brain> a fear whicht 
registered the inconsistency of nature;: 
for J, bereaved of every comfort, en- 
slaved^ degraded, . lost^ existing in toil,, 
and labouring, in misery, / clung to the- 
vile possession, life, and trembled for 
the consequence of my temerity. Al- 
ready the cimeter seemed upraised— -al-* 
seady the awakened jeaknisy of Al-ZaheK 
seemed to award the blow, for £ had war*^ 
fed against forgiveness — ^I had intruded 
within the sacred limits of harenn 
Though my hibour was in*, the culture of 
this garden, sti'll at a givetr signal> the* 
wearied slaves retired, and the rich scene- 
of toil changed to the softer haunts of 
youth and beantyi^ Too late to fly, my 
eyes^ with timid caution, rested on the 

formi 






83 CONiPVSSIOKAXf OT VALOMBRE. 

form which barred my passage — fear va- 
nished at the glance — hope^ fallacious 
hope« fluttered around my hearty for 
saint-like was the smile which dimpled 
the peerless features of Cale-Cairi ! 
' Stranger/ she softly whispered, * know 
you the price of your temerity?' I bent 
my knee before her; I placed my spread 
hand upon my heart; I articulated, 
*jLif€.* — 'Fear not/ she replied ; and then 
a hand, white as the new-fallen snow, 
was extended it token of assurance—-! 
took that hand — I felt it tremble as I held 
it--^I saw a radiant blush suffuse a cheek 
which nature gifted with external beau*-' 
ty^; yet might the pure, the angel bosom 
of my Cassima, have reacl each passing 
thought, without one doubtful sigh« 
* Christian,' she resumed, and then she 
paused, and glanced around with timid 

caution^ 
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caution^ * unseen I have marked your 
labours, and your sorrows--*AI-Zahel is 
your tyrant— ^Cale-Cairi is your friendi*^ 
I read pity in the tender thrill of her ac- 
cent, and my heart, long dead to the 
soft offering, believed each treacherous 
sound. Warm were the ^expressions of 
« my gratitude, impulsive the dictates of 
my feelings.; I could have worshipped 
her, not with the glowing energy of love, 
but as- a being worthy to be adored. 
Checking me with a smile, she said — ' I 
; will lighten the chains of slavery ; I will" 
.give fias^ to the tortured heart.' — 'And 
iwill you* — wiir you,' rdemanded> again? 
sinking on my knee, ' will you, genes- 
0]ijHi,^j angelic being ! will you open the 
^fSiS^ ^ fceedom ?.— will you restore me- 
the blessings I have lost ?*—* Hope alt 



^ 

^ 
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from my influence/ she murmur^, 8s 
khe pointed to the gate ; inH then shfe 
bid me fly, and bury the advefiture itt wSf 
own breast. 

*' Trembling for the safety bf iny %8- 
iitefactress, I quitted the garden, ahd, tah- 
perceived, mingled with my compknioij^ 
in misery. Sweet were the hours of tlttit 
nrghit ! balmy the slumbers of 'rep(»« ! 
Alas ! in fife, how often, how swift is ttite 
transition from despair to hope ! ^ Afctii-' 

a ted by each passing incident, man, tfee 

« • > . . . 

diipe to his feelings, imbibed (iMik^ Ukifkl 
circumist&nces thte e\'anescetit tayfef MhSu 
The three succeeding days I "heftfd fiot 
from Cale-Cairi; but on the Hiomiitg bf 
the fourth, as I iabai*4d beneath ^fie*»«- 
Wdian beams of a bumiTT^ sun,^ ^^» 
beauteous as the god of loVe, lingerifig 

under 




under th6 pretence of culling a bouquet 
of sweets, approached, dropped a folded 
paper at my feet, and fled. 

" Fiearihg the Argus-eye of stkspicioA, 
I carefuil]f (Concealed my imagined trea* 
Islire, and not till in safety I could peru^ 
the contents, did I break the seal. ' My 
heart slumbers not in the cause of the 
uhfortunate/ wrote the artful Ca!e-Cairl. 
' Stranger^ this night, when the sun l^as 
set, linger near the gate of the garden, 
^trd feat not to follow my faithful Nirssfr.' 

■ '*• Kiger to foTfilthfc appointment, free- 
^iM thespiA*, and Cassriitia «he l^Ward, I 
-Watched each lagging moment, witli an 
^piki^ce '^bich mocked the conttoul 
-«frt«^»bm <At ^l^lh the «uA sftM Jb% 
'lft^ath i^ vifpouty curt^Hfh, Had tb(e gM*^ 

feyeofevcfning, edlipsing each vivifyiinig 
-ttP^/^ftHrtial Hbferty fot^ctioti. :^ ba^t^- 

ed 
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ed to the appointed spot ; the gate was 
open ; and Nirza^ the infant bearer of 
the billet, witb. an expressive gesture inv- 
porting silence, led me forward. We 
proceeded across the garden, and enter- 
ing an avenue, soon approached a Parian 
temple. Brilliant was the blaze of lighl, 
which issuing from the interior, iUumr- 
ned the surrounding gloom. I paused 
involuntarily; not suspicion, but suiw 
prise assailed me; and turning to ques- 
tipn ipy gui^e, found th^t be had fled. 
Perseverance could alone ensure solu- 
tion: carefully approaching the temple, 
Igazed through the close intwining lu&- 
uriance of the scarlet blossoming pome- 
gfuqat^* and party*coIoiired passionr 
flower^ which mantled its marble pillars^ 
aHd beheld tfce siren form of Cale-Cairi, 
reclining. on a low couch of roise-colour- 
* : . ed 



V 
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edtaflfeta. The interior of the temple 

was decorated in all the voluptuous splen* 

dour of the east, and every embellish- 

ment which art could devise heightened 

» 
the charms of the captivating Moor. 

Studded with the gems of Golconda, 
flowed the raven ringlets of her glossy 
hair; and the contrasting whiteness of 
her skin shamed e'en the costly pearls of 
Ormutz. 

'* Starting from the couch, Cale-Cairi 
gently chided my delay ; and murmured, 
in accents not to be misconstrued, that 
she had watched the envious sunbeams, 
even to the last faint streak of its reful- 
gence. God of heaven! how did the 
scene change! in one instant, how in-, 
conceivable the revolution in my ideas l^. 
The philanthropy of virtue vanished;; 
vice dropped the angel garb of assumed> 

compassion : 



« . 
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compassion r the asp, long coiling wi'tfi** 
in the dewy fragrance of the rose, put 
forth its sting;, and honour and convic^ 
tion gave speed to rtiy retrdat,** 

'^ Ah !' surely, even in youth, you* 
were a philosopher," interrupted Theo*- 
dore. 

The mont smiled — '' No, my youngs 
friend, I was a husband, and the wor- 
shipped image of my Cassima was before* 
my eyes.*' 

^' Does the sacred name of busfbaindi 
ever dhai« the wandering fancy ?" de- 
manded the youth. " Father, does cih- 
price ne'er *8 way, and duty totter ?" 

•' In the world, the hearts of in eh %e— 
eome contaminated,** tqfflied ftiflver Bet- 
«6Hn, "and, as the exffertor, ^fki^^lit 
theworM, ci!*<?urtstfchces t)f vtfrixjufe and- 
ckmtipadting sltainps firhackle the iiand; of-^ 
• • ' •• ten' 




len when the soul mingles not in the 
election." 

''Then in the'world/* eagerly observed 
the youth, "happiness yieldstointerest/' 

'' Or else/' rejoined (he monk, *'men 
would not so often, and so ungratefully 
burden Heaven with complaints, and fate 
with injustice/* 

" Surely the world must alter the phy- 
sical system," said Theodore ; " surely 
the contagion of pleasure, and the force 
of example, must stagnate the genial 
current of the soul, and subvert the or- 
ditiations of nature; or love, the pure 
essence of our being, love, father, could 
ndt be sacrificed at the shrink of sordid 
■avarice, or mad ambition/' 

*' Love," answered father Betsolin, "of 
all the passions which sway the heart of 
Ulan/ is the itibst often, atid the most fa- 
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tally profanecL Felt when Vast talkei 
of, treasured when most opposed, its sar 
cred name eovers oft the gust of pas- 
sion, and the surreptitious colouring of 
design. Ah t my son, 'tis when the mind 
enchains the kindred mind — when hope, 
when joy, when sorrow, all dike can 
claim a sympathetic partner-— when can*- 
dour and when confidence become the 
rule of action, and the sway of thought, 
that love alone can boast the original 
stamp which marked its pristine purity.** 

'* And does it ever boast " inter- 
rogated Theodore. '' Yet stay," check- 
ing himself, ^^ your pardon, father, nor 
judge that interest slumbers, from the 
wild innovation of inquiry. Quitting 
the garden of the harem, you fled the 
Circean spell of Cale-Cairi's witchery." 

^' True^ my son," said the monk. '* I 

fled 



s 
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fled with horror and dismay^ my hopes 
destroyed, my expectations blasted. Holy 
virgin ! I fled with despa?#, -Vrith distrac- 
tion in my brain, and every mental power 
abstracted, bewildered in the wild chaos 
of ideas. Long and restless were the 
hours destined to repose : with the dawn 
of day I arose to labour ; and at its close^ 
freed from toil, I again courted the me- 
lancholy of reflection. For a whole 
week, sleep closed not my eyes, or reno- 
vated the languor of fatigue ; for a whole 
week, the enervating lassitude of disease 
threatened, and then subdued.. My spirit 
broken, my strength destroyed, I sank 
unresisting on my miserable pallet, and 
hailed the wished-for moment of en- 

r 

largement. AlaiS! it came not; death, 
when most coveted, eludes our call, and 
I was spared for further woes, for further. 
. , . ' sufferings. 
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sufleringsi Burning under rtie ravages^ 
of a fever, my brain frenzied, and sanity 
dislodged; insensible to external cir- 
cumstances, and lost to the pampering 
luxuries of persevering tenderness, I 
knew not the perfidious wife of Al-Za- 
hel, by short and stolen visits, watched 
my slumbers, and ministered to my com- 
fort. Blessed saints ! never shall I forget 
the'moment^ when reason and gratitude- 
Stamped me a debtor to Cale-Cairi's^ 
care — when I '^ felt her warm tear upoit 
my hand, and heard the sigh of interest 
flutter on her lip. Enfeebled,, sub- 
dued, I could not breathe reproach: — T 
could not breathe invective : I could, 
only articulate the cherished name of 
Cassima, and weep at the perversity of' 
fortune. My health, my strength re- 
turneJ, but not the task of labour; Cale- 
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Cairi's interest lightened the chain of 
slavery; and I was placed to tend the per- 
son of Al-Zahel. Bitter was the change; 
endless the perseverance of the Moor : 
dark and ambiguous were her hints ; deep 
and mysterious her design. Unschooled 
in a heart so blacky fatally fancying na« 
lure cloaked not devil in an angel's sem« 
blance^ pity palliated the soft efTusion 
-which supposed sensibility inspired-— 
which habit authorized. She spoke of 
liberty, pointed 91K the path as easy, 
decked it in the unfading roses of bliss^ 
then murniured — * Courage and perse* 
verance !' — * Lady, I have both,' J ex* 
claimed, yielding to the sanguine enthu- 
siasm of hope, and already retracing the 
verdant plains of my native province. She 
drew a dagger from her girdle — she held 
it, with a siren- smile, towards me. * This 
• / opens 
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opens the pass/ she articulated^ and then 
she paused. I trembled, yet I grasped the 
hilt. ^ Lady, point out the barrier ?' 
steadfastly fixing my eyes on the beaute*^ 
ous features of the tempter. ' Al-Zaheh ' 
— 'Your husband!' I exclaimed, dropping 
the dagger. — ' Jk/t/ tyrant!* she replied, 
snatching it from the earth, and calmly 
holding it towards me. 

'' Horror and disixmy^ palsying every 
faculty, iced the ^rm stream m my 
veins: transfixed, a^t^ough by Heaven's 

Ir 

thunder, I felt incapable of exertion, in- 
capable of speech. Cale-Cairi smiled} 
she attributed my agitation to indecision ; 
and, as a further incentive, sank at my 
feet, and threw her ivory arms around 
me. I broke from the restraint; I darted 
from the chamber : annihilation was in 
the touch ; no fury, black from Ta^t^* 

riifljj 
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TuSj e*er teemed with mischief so death- 
fraught. * No, no, my Cassima,' I arti- 
culated, * better to resign thee, than sink 
the tool of a perfidious woman/ 

'^ A blank of inaction succeeded; Cale- 
Cairi ceased to persecute, and I ceased to 
hope, A life of unvarying slavery spread 
itself before me, and every transient ray of 
expectation, every intruding stretch of 
possibility, closed in the impuhive shud- 
der of despair. I thought her pride had 
conquered e*en her tenderness — alas ! I 
guessed not of what the human heart is 
capable^ when virtue is dethroned, and 
vice triumphs — I forgot that vice rivets 
the tnost despotic chains which art can 
forge. Weeks, months, succeeded ; but 
though Al-Zahel smiled upon my servi-- 
ces, he breathed no distant hope of my 
enlar]|ement : rioting in the indulgence 
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of excessive luxury^ he thought not of 
the contrasting gloom which fate b^ 
spread upon our fortunes ; he thought 
that nature bent the Christian to tlje 
voke> for Musselmen to order. 

" It was night, and I was musing o'er 
the remembrance of former joys; every 
agonizing pang had yielded to the soft 
encroachment of melancholy, and Cassi-- 
ma and our boy were recalled with jt 
flood of tender regret: I. s^t. insensible 
to the flight of time, gating on the 
cloudless moon, whose silver radiance*^ 
mantled the verdant bosom of creation, i 
every faculty absorbed in the halcyon 
moments of the past, and Jiope, the vital 
spark of bliss, fanning the possibility of 

enlargement, 

♦' Suddenly my mine} was recalled from, 
mybam* and my cqnaiarts, b^.the ppeu? 
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ing of my door^ and turning, I beheld 
the little Nirza, the trusted messenger of 
Cale-Cairi. My heart shrunk at his ap- 
proach ; suspicion and dread alternately 
assailed me; and when he smiled, when 
he tendered a billet, I seized it with that 
desperation which dares the threat of 
death. ' Fear not to trust me/ wrote 
the artful Moor, ' nor spurn the boon of 
liberty, because Cale-Cairi is the bestow* 
er.' — * Liberty!* I exclaimed; * Holy 
Heaven ! ' and then I grasped the hand of 
' Nirza, and implored an explanation; but 
the boy, deep taught, was, or pleaded, ig- 
norant. He whispered me to follow ; he 
placed his hand upon his heart, in token 
of confidence, then pointed to the dis- 
tant ocean, and pronounced, 'Frecdoinr 
Ivlectric was the wild thrill of pleasure. 
* Lead on 1 lead on I* I iinplored» %ing- 

VO«i. I. F w^i^ 
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with breathless eagerness towards the ^ 
^Qor. Nirza followed : he passed/ he 
beckoned me ; and proceeding down thcj 
gallery, we descended into the garden. ' 
Cale-Cairi awaited me in the temple, not, 

'as heretofore, guised in the siren garb of 
isoft voluptuousness, but in a new, in a 
character more dangerous to a heart like 
mine, sanguine and confiding — in a cha- 
racter which artifice had framed, which 
seeming nature too fatally supported. 
She approached me with timid caution, 

•her dark eyes bent upon the earth, and 
her faultless features irradiated with the 
borrowed smife of conciliating frankness, 
* Christian,* srie exclaimed, ' though re- 
jected and despised, yet shall you own 

• Gale-Cairi has a heart which scorns re- 

' venge. If frora»her handtf the gift of li- 
berty Kfay be offered, prepare, this night, 
^ to 
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to fly the authority of Al-Zahel — to de- 
part from Tunis.' Ah ! ju3t God ! 'tis 
for the beings whose sad and wretched 
pilgrimage has, like mine, been dashed 
with woe, and shadowed with the clouds 
of calamity ; the being whose heart has 
ceased to throb with hope's sweet fer- 
vour, and to whom the lingering hours of 
existence have closed the blank of slavery 
—'tis for that being alone to conceive 
the wild, the tumultuous emotions which 
agitated my soul, and checked almost th^ 
powers of expression, I knelt at the feet 
of Calc'-Cairi — I beheld her as my guar- 
dian genius, as my guide to 'liberty — I 
forgot that she would have tempted me 
to dishonour, would have instigated me 
to raurder-^I .forgot all that militated 
against my hopes-^that warred against 
my felicity. * Stranger," she articulated^ 

y 9 cUcctvwur 

Ok 



n 



100 CrWPESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE. 

checking my eager exclamations, * not 
in words tntist gratitude b« shewn/ I 
started. ' Fear not/ she continued^ 
'Cale-Cairi forswears all interest — ^but 
friendship. The youth who guides you 
hence must share yoiur fortune/-^—' Nir- 
za?* interrupting her. ' No, not Nirza, 
hut one who fain; Kkfe you, woiiM fly the 
iron sway of Al-ZaheVs tyranny — ^a youth 
whose life ne'er knew miwfortune — ^ne'er 
met the threat of difBculty/— * Then 
why encounter both ?' I demanded. 
^Lady, the perils of the ocean, to otic 

thus schooled * — ' Do you retract ? 

do you reject the charge?' interrupting 
me ; ainxl I traced an expression, a fire in 
her eye, which filled me with alarm and 
doubt. ' No, lady, no, I would but name 
the danger.' — •Then you will be his guar- 
dian/ with eager importunity, ' you will 

be 
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be his protector ?' — ' I will be both. He 
shall share my hooie ; he ishall be as my 
brat hjelv'-i-* Poor Aladdin!' munnured 
Cale«-Cairi^ and a soft blush mantled her 
cheeks. ' Christian^ he is young ; he has 
been cradled in luxury ; but he is faith- 
ful, be is passive, he is obedient. Gain 
bi{( heart by kindness, and be will repay 
you wHh diligence.' Alas t I dreamt not 
the charge I had undertaken : and when 
I quitted the temple to prepare for my 
flight, little did I conceive the design 
working to my undoing. I will pass over 
the transition front despair to bliss, the 
wild exultation of my spirits, and the im- 
patience with which I awaited the ex- 
pected signal. It was given: .Unsu^pec* 
ted I fled the power of Al-Zahel, and 
under the pilotage pf my new charger 
embarked in a vessel, which Cale-Cairi's 

F 3^ interest 
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interest had procured. Prosperous vas 
the breeze which wafted me to the ]6rti 
shores of my native land ! blissful the 
gay flights of imagination ! 'Tis true, I 
smiled on the attentions of the youthful 
Aladdin ; but my heart, wrapped in the? 
contemplation of my own hopes, had no 
room even for gratitude :•- a/ wife,- and 
child were the only objects in crewibn It 
could infold; and when their names hung- 
upon my lips, tears registered the v 
dour of my feelings. We landed at Mar- 
seilles, and from thence, with unwearied 
haste, proceeded into Gascony. Every 
impeding obstacle augmented my inipa* 
tience, and the rapidity, of my reflections 
gave a seeming tardiness to our progt*ess 
~ I could think— I could speak but of my 
Cassima : my heart pictured the changes 
of a three-years' absence; but never, ne- 
ver 
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ver harboured a suspicion of her faith, 
fiapturous was the moment of our meet* 
ing ! Cassima, my angel wife ! with all 
the Jervour of unimpaired affection^ wel- 
comed her wanderer; and my boy — my 
blooming cherub ! — Theodore, give me 
pause — Blessed Mary ! e'en now the re- 
memtaMdacc mocks the powers of faith, 
andShe meek submission of piety. — Alad- ^ 
din — the perfidious Aladdin!" and the 
monk, burying his face in his cow], 
sought in vain to check his convulsive 
sobs* 

" Ah ! little did I suspect/ he at length 
resumed, "the serpent I was cherishing! 
Aladdin smiled upon the advances of 
friendship : he conciliated the esteem> 
the confidence of Cassima ; he caressed, 
he fondled our little Eugene ; he betray- 
ed no start of pride, iio indication of 

» * ^ hatred ; 
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hatred ; he seemed^ with the meekness 
of the dove^ to possess that grateful 
sense of favour, which forbad suspicion^ 
which defied disguise. Ah God! how 
' could I dive into the inflexibility — into 
the baseness of a heart devoid of human 
feeling — a heart lost to honour and phi- 
lanthropy — a heart watching, wilfc fiend- 
like diligence, to blast the happinm it 
could not share ! Months wore away^ 
and felicity knew no change: gratitude, 
if) our orisons, /singled our benefactress ; 
and even the lips of the little Eugene 
lisped the name of Cale-Cairi. Tranced 
in security, the augmentation of my 
blessings awaited but the ripening hand 
ef time, for Cassima was about to give a 
second candidate to my arms. Dearer 
than existence^ I watched her, with that 
unceasing regard which speaks the ado<- 

ration 



/ 



ration of a heart devoted^ of a mind 
ivhich owns no change. Once^ lut her 
head reclined upon my bosom, and Eu- 
gene sported at our feet, I saw the eyes 
of Aladdin fixed upon us: quick he 
withdrew them ; and then he rose to quit 
the room^ but tremblings gasping, clung 
for support^ even to the weak shoulder 
of our boy. Alarmed I flew to aid him ; 
he snatphed away his hand ; ^ diudderr 
ed, then murmured, ' Faintnes^' and fled 
from the chamber. My Cassima follow- 
ed: in a few moments^ she. returned-^* 
Aladdin was in teats ;^ aad on her ap- 
inroach, had kurried into^ the garden. I 
instantly repajUrcd^thither; but carefully 
heeyaded. m.y seaoncfe — I. saw him mount 
aTOckypass whicb 'projected over the 
bed o£a river ; softly i stole behind him. 
^Qne step^ and ail is over,' he exclaimed* 

r 5 1 shuddered— * 
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I shuddered — I grasped^ his arm ; he ut- 
tered a loud shriek^ and then he struggle 
for freedom. 'Boy! Aladdin! what 
mad^ what destructive passidn^ thus wars 
against reason — thus dare oppose the sa- 
cred mandate of Heaven? Think * 
Again he shrieked; again he struggled ; 
biit still my firmer arm restrained him. 
He sank- at my feet — he fixed his eyes 
upon tne^ipnd.. horror^ unknown^ iuapul* 
sive, froze my blood. * Christian !.'*— 
Holy Heaven ! that accent^ that weH^-re^ 
membered accent. He tore off his dia*- 
guise*^he dashed the borrowed tiiesses 
on the earth — and I beheld the rorven 
locks of Cate-Cairi floating on her sndw^ 
white forehead. -Scarce crediting^-: the 
evidence of my senpeci, I gazed upon .her, 
my heart marbled, my whole form para- 
lyzed. ' Christian/ she again ^utterad, 

"tis 
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* 'tis I — 'tis Cale-Cairi, scorned, rejected 
— 'tis I who have pursued — 'tis I who 
have triumphed.' — ' You — you/ I mur- 
mured — * unhappy woman !* A dema^ 
Biac smile played on her features,- ' Yes^ 
I, ungrateful,' interrupting roe. ' My 
love despised, I lived for vengeance — 
your wife— your Cassima — your boy— 
your Eugene.' — ' Proceed,' interrupting 
her; / fiend! traitress ! your fury could 
not harm them/ She lowered her voice 
to a whisper; she fixed her dark eyes 
upon me. ' All human aid is vain r ia 
their breasts the seeds of death lie hid — 
Tis I. who gave the draught' — I heard 
no more^ — I rushed down the Eocky steep 
-—but ere I reached the base, I saw the 
guilty, the wretched Cale-Cairi, spring 
from the summit, and plunge into the 
flood* Humanity wa$ lost jln the im|» 
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pulse of desperation — I beheld her but 
as the murderer of my joys— Cassima 
expiring^. Cassima racked, torn with the 
agonizing throes of death> swam before 
my sight, and fanned my brain to mad«* 
ness. 

''On reaching our dwelling, every Fear 
was confirmed ; my wife, my child, were 
alike seized — were alike powerless-^ were 
alike racked by sharp and convulsive 
spasms. In vain every, art, every anti- 
dote was essayed — in one shout night^^' 

■ 

and father Betsolin's tears flowed at the 
remembrahee, '^ I became a widower-^i^I 
became childless. Vain, vain would I 
pourtray the anguish of my feelings ; mj 
mind, e'en now, retains but a confused 
idea of weeks, of months which succeed- 
ed^ every tie in life was severed; the 
world was a barren waste, and man the 

being 




CONFESSIONAL OP VACX)MBB1. 109^ 

being I would shun. On the grave of 
my Cassima^ I swore to live but for her 
memory, but for the exercise of devo- 
tion — on jthe grave of my Cassima, I 
swore never to know another love — Ah, 
Theodore ! true love is immortal ! those 
who have loved in purity — those hearts 
will loye for ever. Bidding a last adieu 
to the quiet tomb which enshrined my 
treasures^ with a heart desponding, droop- 
ing, I repaired to Val ombre. The holy 
fraternity received me with compassion. 
With kindness ; and here have I breathed 
those vows, which have wedded me to 
religion, and which I have studied to 
fulfil, with all the exactitude which the 
frailty of human nature will admit.'" 



CHAP, 
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TluB mai»*s brow, like ta a title-leaf^ 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume ! 
So looks the strand, whereon tli' imperious flooct 
Hath left a witnessed usurpation. 

Sqa&espease, 

The clock tolled one, as Theodore quit- 
ted the cell of the monk : a drooping' 
sadness hung upon his spirit — a sadness, 
beyond what the powers of sympathy- 
could have awakened — a sadncflss, which 
absorbed every feeling of his mind> and 
rendered him unmindful of outward ob- 
jects. Incapabte of wooing the sanative 
influence bf sleep, he descended from the 
dormitory; and wandered, without aim 
or object,- through the cloisters. No vi* 
sioriary scheme of coming bliss lighten^' 
ed the dreary palh of his pilgrimage ; na^ 
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vivid oflfspring of fancy played around 
the darkened pile of melancholy abstrac* 
tion : wrapt in the wild chaos of gloom 
and despondence^ courting the semblance, 
woe, though, in fact, a stranger to cala- 
mity, he moved mechanically forward : 
no sound ^' grew on the stillness of 
night;" nor did he pause, till the long- 
lingering echo of bis own sigh dissipated 
reflection. He started, for he found 
himself in the nave of the chapel ; and 
as he looked around, the refulgent moon- 
beams, peering throughthe high lukkpar- 
ty'-stained glass of the casementb^ shone 
full upon the marble tablet of the abbot 
St. Theodore's monument. . it Avas ^ spot 
>!4-an hqyir to awaken thoiigbjU for who 
.can tread o'er the h^lowed .^ilbt of the 
^ead, and not sigh at the shalloW tei^ure 
of existence? who. can visit the last re- 
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ce^tacle of humanity, and not reflect oir 
theJhousand^ thousand casualties >i^hich 
checks the breath of life ; whrch bend» 
the young, the gay> th^ prosperous, the 
happy, to the still cold grave ? Tremble, 
thou sceptic, for the boast of profana-^ 
lion may be thy last ; a breath, an atom^ 
one step— -one little step,, and eternity is 
thine I tremble, thou, who in the yaiii' 
conceit of self-created knowtedge, dare 
cavil at the supremacy of powers-dare^ 
blend the term of cTiance with the wis*- 
dom of omnipotence ! tremble, weak 
"womij, for earth-^— aea-^air — heaven-'^-on' 
deiw«-nature-s-creation, speaks '' God ii^ 
all, and good in every thing !^ Impul- 
sively his knee bent at riie base of ihe 
tablet.; he knew not why, yet he peruaedc 
the commemoration of the departed al^ 
bot*s virtues^ with tear-fraugiu eyes; and 

though 



"^ 



CONFESSIONAL Of VaLOMBRE. 113 

though on either side the uncarved 
stone more humbly marked the eternal 
sleep of Valombre's brotherhood, yet his 
attention and his interest dwelt on no 
other objet — it was sympathy — it was 
nature — it was that predisposing power 
which governs the mind of man — which 
tends the sensitive heart irresistibly — 
which awakens gratitude, where know- 
ledge, where conviction are wanting. 
Little did he think, that the hour of his 
admission was the hour 6f the abbot's 
fate ! — little did he think, that the being 

# 

who yielded him to the proteclion, the 
guidance of the virtuous father Betsolin,! 
had plunged in the bosora of devoted 
worth the ruthless steel of murder !— 
liftle did he think that the shrouded 
form, upon whose cold bosom the mar- 
ble tablet pressed, had baptized him, not 

v?ith 
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with water, but with blood — had opened 
to. him a name^ by yielding up his own I 
Theodore, in silent meditation, continue 
ed to kneel by the side of the grave, his 
arm supporting his head, and his elbow 
resting against the outer rail. The suf- 
ferings of father Betsolin recuired in full 
force to his memory; and as he dwelt on 
the disappointments, on the miseries^ on 
the blighted hopes of the unfortunate re- 
cluse, the disquietude he had himself en- 
couraged, the murmurs he had himself 
dared to breathe, rose in the mental lan- 
guage of reproof, and whispered, by 
comparison, the weakness, the folly, 
the irreligion of self-created evils, of 
waking dreams of misery. Unfortu- 
nate Theodore ! those dreams were to be 
realized — Fate, pregnant with events, 
awaited but the coming moment, to try 

ther 



\ 
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the energies of nature, the impulsive 
feeling of soul. 

Suddenly he started ; suddenly reflec- 
tion was dissipated ; thought, memory, 
all were subdued, all alike gave place to 
surprise and horror, for a hand, cold and 
deathlike, grasped the one which hung 
inactive by his side. He looked up ; he 
saw a tall gigantic figure, habited as a 
monk of Valombre; but the countenance 
defied his scrutiny, for muffled in the 
folds of his cowl, hot an outline of fea- 
ture could be distinguished. 

'* God of mercy!" ejaculated the 
youth, recoiling from his touch ; but 
the intruder relinquished not his hand. 

'* Theodore,'* he whispiered, "arise. 
Weak boy, banish these idle terroi's, and 
snap at once, the deceptive influence of 
superstition and prejudice." 

« Wha 
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^ Who are you ?" eagerly demapded 
Theodore, starting from his knees^ and", 
recovering the powers of exertion i 
*' Your habit speaks you an inmate of 
these walls, but your voice and your 
figure deny the conclu^on. Declare, 
for what hidden end the garb of reli-^ 
gion is profaned, and myself marked as^ 
the pliant tool of your machinations?" 
" Fate is in my hands, '^pronounced the 

m 

Stranger, in low but terror-striking ac^^- 
cents; ''question not my motives, but 
yield yourself to my guidance..^; Theo* 
dore, life ebbs or flows at my will. Mark, 
me^*' drawing aside his cloak, and dU^ 
covering the sparkling blade of a dagger^, 
•'blood once stained yon emblem of* 
man's weakness," pointing to the con^ 
fesslonal; "another monk may be ofieredi:. 
up a sacrifice to Heaven^" 

^ Mother . 
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*' Mother of God!" ejaculated the 
youth. 

*' Peace, boy, peace !" resumed the 
intruder. '' Time flies, and piety must 
give place to action. Follow me, and 
at the foot of yon altar, repeat the oath I 
require." 

'^ An oath," echoed Theodore. 

** No hesitation," sternly pursued the 
stranger; ''an oath^vhich binds you to 
secrecy a'nd obedience, or a resistance 
which at once decides the fate of the 
monk Betsolin." 

Theodore sprung towards the altar: 
it was the safety- of his friend whi^:h im- 
pelled him forwad; it was gratitudes- 
it was almost filial love. *^ Man of myS'* 
tery!*' he exclaimed, shuddering, pant- 
ing, ^name but the sacrifice to ensure 
the safety of my preceptor, and in th^ 



-^ 
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sight of that Being who readest the rec- 
titude of my intentions^ here, at the foot 
of his consecrated altar^ erected for wor- 
ship and adoration^ I swear to preserve 
the condition !'* 

'* Kneel/' said the stranger, '^ ancl call 
for condemnation, call for perdition^ 
when you break your vow.*' 

Theodore hesitated ; })is soul sickened 
in horror, for he knew not the com- 
pact he was about to cIose« ^ 
The stranger frowned; he extended the 
dogger. ''Look at the point/' ho ex*. 
claimed] "read there the name of JSct^ 
soUn; resist the desired oath, and this 
night, yes, ere the morn shall dawn, the 
glittering polish of thisi tempered steel 
shall be dimmed in his blood/' 

Theodore groaned j he sank upSn bis 
knees; be raised bis clasped hands to 

; heaven*- 



»■ 
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heaven. '^ Father! Father!" he wildly 
aspirated, '' guide me ! direct me ! save 
me!" 

''Time flies/' urged the stranger. "Boy| 
throw off this idle mockery: the cant of 
priests has hoodwinked your senses, and 
poisoned the current of reasoii. Become 
at once the free agent of your own ac» 
tions, and scoff at the restraints of autho^ 
rity/* 

Theodore's reply was a Ipok of horror, 
of proud, of dignified contempt. 

'^ Say," pursued the ^tranj^er, *' accept 
you the conditions, or must the soul of 
the hoary hypocrite ■ ■ - '* 

*' Fiend !" interrupted Theodore, '^ his 
body may be exposed to treachery, but 
his soul is beyond your threat." 

'' Ipai^jiot for the soul," muttered 
the intruder, again displaying the terror- 

Rtrikincr 
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Striking dagger; ^' be the body my vic- 
tim/' 

'' Hold ! hold !•* articulated the youth, 
grasping, with imploring earnestness^ the 
^ cloak of the threatener; " spajre but the 
life of my instructor ; spare \^\xi the fiiB^ 
the early friend of my helplessness, and 
command at once my obedience and ray 
gratitude." 

" Take the oath then,** answered tiie 
iitranger, ^ and the life of the monk shall 
be sacred." 

'*' It is for thee, dear and revered pre- 
ceptor," murmured Theodore, as his 
knee again bent on the step of theahar~ 
♦' it is for thee that the dark, the rays* 
terious compact is sealed. Yet,** eager- 
ly, doubtfully, ^^ does it threaten my 
soul's quiet? for, if it does," witii ener* 
gy, ''the piousa th« just, the exemplary 

father 
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lather Betsolin, will smile at the fiat, will 
Velcome the decree which adjadges 
death, sooner than blast iny hopes with 
the deadly mildew of guilt. Yet, stran- 
ger, does no spark of mercy glow within 
your breast ?— does no relenting softness 
speak compassion ? Ohi ifyou are hu- 
man, yield to my entreaties; not for the 
threatened victim, but for the assassin* 
Think of the crime of murder— think of 
the condemnation of the Eternal — think 
of the days, the hoiirw>f penitence, when 
memory shall swim upon a sea of blood'i - 
when conscieitce, with corroding pang, 
shall blast the hope of pardon. Oh think 



>* 



'' No niore," inrternipled the stranger. 
*' Boy, your zeal is lost ; keep it for those 
who^ shrink at shadows; not iot one 

sou I. G whom 
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whom substance cannot frighten. Come,^ 
with a smile of irony, ''be nobly disin* 
terested ; and for the salvation of my 
soul, as well ais the monk's body, take 
the desired oath. It is but silence and 
secrecy required/' 

*' Nothing fuiSher ?** eagerly demand* 
cd Theodore. '' Say, mysterious beings 
does no deep crime, no subtle policy- 
lurk beneath the mask? does no ser- 
pent's sting lie hid within the smilrng^ 
folds of offered mo4fflition ? Is silence 
and secrecy the required redempti(% foir 
father Betsolin'sVxistence ?** 

*' Silence, as to the occurrences of this 
night/' rejoined the stranger, ''secrecy, 
as. to the future; and an unconditional 
communication with me whenever cir- 
cumstances and opportunity favour. 

Remember^i 



f. 
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HenlfeBiber, the slightest inrringetnent 6f 
this oath is death to the friend you would 
15ave/' 

"Where can we meet?'' questioned 
Theodore-^" How can this communicai* 
tion be observed ?'* 

"lamtiow in the tlMj^el of Valom- 
bre," exultiflgly exclaimed-the stranger: 
^' mark me, boy, the father abbots nay, 
iior the whole fraternity, cantiot bar my 
passage. My will is absolute. I could 
force you heticet L could <:onvey you 
hey&Kd these walls, and then laugh at 
their threat^ atid den Aiciations : but I 
would be your friend, not your tyrant.*' 

*' FriendV* defijpondingly echoed Tbe^ 
<idore. 

" Yes, friend," rejoined the stranger, 
in accents^ of angry decision; "reject 
lAnpt the offforing, for my enmity is bale* 

«2 ful. 
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ful. Theodore, your hopes, your pros* 
pects, your being, are in my hands: I 
could now unfold the page of your des- 
tiny, and freeze the current of your 
hlood; I could tell you who you are, 

and Why " He paused, for the youth, 

full of new-fraught hope, was at his feet, 
imploring, soliciting, kneeling. 

" Assuage this agony.," he faltered, 
*' dark, inexplicable being ! breathe but 
the secret .of my birth — breathe but the 
name of my parents. ^Say, do tney live ? 
Have they 1|een wronged ? Know they 
of their son ? Shall I see — ^shall I rescue 
— shall I comfort ihem ? Oh, Father of 
omnipotence ! nature strikes at my heart, 
and misery, danger, death, all alike are 
deiipised.''. ^ 

Buried in abstraction, the straager 
pressed his hand upon his forehead^ then 

suddenly 
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suddenly Starting, ''The oath — the oath/*' 
he repeated: " avaunt, weak boy! 
these woman's tears disgrace you ; 'tis 
courage/'tis fortitude I claim; tears arc 
a coward's weapon." 

" Oh no, no, no!" interrupted Theo- 
dore, '^ tears disgrace not the eyes of a*^ 
hero ; tears, father Betsolin says, is the 
heart's soft pledge of mercy, and mercy 



*» 



'^ Idiot ! prattler ! bigot ! *' mutterecT 
t^e sttanger, graspiag his^m, and rudely 
impelling to the altar. ''^ Now, boy — 
nfew, Theodore, take the oath, or never : 
to-morrow will be too late ; to-morrow 
the lifeVblood of the hoary dotard '^ 

Theodore shudAired. '' Monster ! 
barbarian! JSend*!"' burst from his qui- 
vering lips, as the mists of delusive plei-' 

€ 3 surc^ 
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sure vanished, and horror superseded thit 
fresh glowing traces of filial love. 

i' This war of words^ this vaunting 
passioQj is puerile/' coldly resumed the 
stranger ; *' 'tis action^ not energy, 'tit 
decision, i3ot impulse^ I would have 
you practise.** 

'' Cede the life of the holy Bcitsplin^ 
cede the knowledge of ray parents," ar- 
ticulated Theodore; '' then hear me 



swear " 



€C 



What if they live?" interrupted tho 
intruder. 

''Live!" repeated the youth, wi::h ji, 
burst of wild, of almost frenzied joy— 
*'live!'* and instantly, in imagination, 
the chapel and the stranger vanished ; in- 
stantly the warm embrace of parental 
fervour seemed to encircle him, and the 

reviving 
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reviving bliss of a parent's benediction 
echoed in his ear. All was hope — all 
was concord-— everjT pulse beat to the 
magic thrlllj and not till the stranger 
rudely severed the thread of his reverie^ 
did he start, as it were, into being. 

'' The mystery may be solved^ tbe tale 
may be to1d>'* said the intruder, in reply 
to the new solicitations of the youth : 
'* be guided by me^ Theodore, and the 
dreatn of a parent's blessing may be re- 
alized. Father Betsolin knows you the 
child of mystery — I know you such ^ 
you really are." 

Theodbre no. longer hesitated ; inno- 
cence w^ not the price of acquiescence; 
it wa&anly silence-r^it was only secrecy 
• — it was only a casual intercourse with a 
beingi wha might, who could elucidate 

G 4 his 
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his fate — who might, who could restore 
him to hrs natural protectors. 

Guided at once by the sanguine in fc** 
fences of youth, he knelt upon the step 
of the altar^ and in the sight and in thA 
name of that Being who readetb the iiv* 
trieate mavements of the heart, bound 
himself by an oath the most solemn^ nay> 
denounced upon his own head, misery^ 
disgrace, ruin^ death, in case of hs slight-^ 
est infringement. '^Yes/' he exclaim^ 
cd, in the fervour of the moment, '^ it is 
Sof thee, dear^ exemplary friend^ pioue^ 
excellent father Betsolin, it is for thee 
the zeal of faith, the sacrifice of feeling is 
offered; and may the God of mercy 
bless or curse me, as I preserve or violate 
the compact!" 

Solemn wais the pause which ensued i 

with 
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\>rith the moment vanished the heroic 
fervour of exertion, and a damp cold 
cihill, a presaging horror pierced the heart 
of our hero. Upon his lips the oath still 

trembled, and his knees still bent upon 

> 

the consecrated pavement : the stranger 
stood by ^is side, apparently wrapt in 
abstraction ; his ^rms were folded upon: 
his breast; his cowl was thrown back; 
and as the cloudless moonbeams played 
o'er his features, the smile of exulting^ 
triumph relaxed their stern expression* y 
The clock tolled four — the stranger start- 
ed, '' Perhaps 'tis guilt," thought Theo- 
dore, casting on him^ a hurried look : the 
impulse and the action were one, for in- 
voluntarily he placed his spread hand be-* * 
fore his ey-es, as though in. antipathy, as 
though in- hdrror. 4> 

The stranger retreated towards the door, 

G 5 for 
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for a tinkling bell proclaimed the wakirtg 
fervour of religion. '' Remember yovr 
oath" he whispered^ then paused^ and 
beckoned towards the garden. 

Theodore hesitated; the mysterious in- 
truder approached him. " Boy/' he ar- 
ticulated^ in smothered but authoritative 
accents^ '^ follow me : obedience is the 
test of faith.'' 

He led through the cloisters^ and into 
the garden. The lagging clouds of dark-v 
xiess were dispersing; the misty empire 
of night yielding to the reins of coming 
*3ay ; streaks of glory dappled the grey 
bosom of the east, and the chirping ma- 
tin of the feathered race spoke the 
awakening gratitude of creation. 

The stranger led to the once interdic- 
ted chapel, nor paused till he reached a 
low arch immediately at the base of the 

belfry^ 
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belfry. The spot was desolate, for the 
weeping birch, the gloomy cypress, and 
perennial laurel^ entwining their som* 
bre branches, met o'er the tottering 
ruins, of the tower, whose time-encrusted 
walls, mantled wilK ivy, briony, wild 
cbirvil, and jnoss* wort;, stood the fragile 
monuments of man's imbecility. *' Mark 
me, Theodore/' he exclaimed; *' re- 
member I order, not request." 

The youth started — the glowing flush 
of pride passed quickly o'er his cheek ; 
but instantly recollecting his oath, ho 
bowed submissive. > 

^'Each month, when the moon, full 
and resplendent, rides majestic through 
the heavens, mark me," impatiently Re- 
peated the stranger, ^' it must be^^lw 
night which completes that circular orb, 
leaving to the human eye no vacant 

G 6 space— 
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space-^then^ when the brethren of Vai» 
tombre shall have retired to their narrov 
cells, repair you to thii^ ruin — tarry be* 
neath this arch — attend — listen. Should 
the sound of a horn reach your ear, then 
thrice knock lipon this tablet; if the 
signal be repeated, quit at once the ruin^ 
and in the grove await my appearance-: 
but should the echo of your blows die 
in silence, then raise the tablet, and be* 
Death it you will findaletten Remember 
the full moon — remember three knocks 
on fhe tablet? — remember secrecy? — re- 
member submission — and now, Theo* 
do re, return to your cell*'* 
. '^ Should the monks — should father 

Bjltsotin; behold me," hesitatingly de-* 

** ■ 
sianded the youth, '' haw can I evade 

^heir inquiries:?** 

*' Pshaw, boy J by a thousand waysu 

Say, 



i 
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Say, tempted by the beauty of the night, 
and unable to sleep, you quitted " 

*' A falsehood !*• interrupted Theodore, 
with a burst of indignation ; '' man, you 
have yet to know me. Though fettered 
by a deadly oath, my soul spurns even 
the shadow of subterfuge — how then can 
I acquiesce in falsehood ? *Tis for you 
to remember, ere I bound myself the 
slave of your secJret, its preservation was 
in na way to militate against my inno- 
cence/*^ 

The stranger smiled ironically. ''I 
have pointed out/* he replied, *' and 
you reject my precaution^- become at 
once the gu'rde of your own actions ; bitt. 
know, the moment that absolves your 
oath, absolves my promise relative to the 
Irfe of the monk Betsolin. Go, deluded 
sophist, even through the chapel, even 

through 
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through the assembled- brotherhood ; go, 
and should the spiritual mcntedrs ques- 
tion you, let the sharpetiedfipint' of my 
dagger be before your eyes— -letithe o'er- 
hanging threat of murder give colour to 
your answers/' 



CHAP. VI. 



What mystic riddle lurks beneath thy words^ 
Which thou would'st seem uDwilhng to express? 



" Not because the life of pious worth is 
Sever*d by the blast of accident, should 
Man presume to murmur. Eternity's 
A book he cannot read. The present hour 
He sees— God sees the future." 

Theodore, for the first time in existence^, 
dreaded to encounter the pious inmates 
of the monastery ; nay, above all, dread- 
ed 



> 
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ed to encounter the beloved being, who 
till now hAd read every secrf t impulse of 
his sout. He fled, as though the slave of 
guilty threugh the garden^ and when in 
the cloisters, paused and listened^ with 
almost breathless trepidiation, for each 
coming sound, the fall of a leaf, the 
whistling of the wind, paralyzed the pow« 
ers of action, and stamped him the sport 
of fancy. *' I am innocent," he mentally 
sighed, *' and yet I tremble. Holy Hea«* 
ven ! what means this strange perturba- 
tion, this revolution in my feelings? 
'Tis to save a life I am become a slave—' 
a slave," shuddering — '* a slave, and to 
whom ?" 

Unable to answer the question, he bu- 
rled his face in his spread hands, and 
remained, forgetful of his dread of ob- 
servation. 
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servation, abandoned to e?u;h start of 
imagination — to each fiigitive impres- 
sion of soul. 

'' Theodore/' articulated the alarmed 
voice of father Betsolin, *' beloved son 
of my affection !*' 

The youth started from his absorption ; 
he gazed for a moment on this anxious 
countenance of his friend, then, with ar 
spring of almost frenzied swiftnessy 
bounded through the cloisters> and rush-^ 
ed to his cell. 

Trembling for the health, nay almost* 
for the sanity of his pupil, the good 
monk, exerting the feeble remnant oP 
exhausted strength, hurried after him;- 
Pausing to recover breath, he push\ed 
open the door of the Irttlc dormitory>i 
and beheld the youth upon his knees be^ 

fore 
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fore a crucifix, his eyes resting on the 
emblem of immaculate suffering, and hisk 
hands clasped in prayer. 

'' God ofomnipotence!'' he ejaculated, 
^' guide me through the labyrinth I atu 
doomed to tread." 

The monk was at his side ; his staff fell 
to the ground, as his arms enfolded his 
pupiL ''What labyrinth?" he eagerly 
demanded. '' Say, dear, enigmatical boy, 
vrhatnew labyrinth entangles your feet ?" 

Theodore could no longer shrink froni^ 
the scrutiny ; he shuddered — he almost 
gasped for breath ; then burying his fice 
in the dark folds of the monk's habit> 
faltered out, *' Life." 
■ Father Betsolin arose; with amaze* 
xn^nt he beheld the palpable emotion 
which dappled the flushed cheek of the 
youth, and extending to his voice, almost 

deprived 
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deprived bim of the powers of articirla*' 
tion. "Theodore/' he excktmedj '^somr 
Mystery lurks beneath jour worcU-^aome 
romantic project fills every avenue of 
your comprehensive mind^ and stagnates^ 
the current of communicalioQ. Last 
night when we parted-^——" 

'' Last night — last night," quickly re- 
peated Theodore. '^ Jesu Maria ! last 

night " but recovering himseff— 

** last nigh^j father^ you told me th« 
story of your sufferings*— last night, fa-* 
ther^ I could not rest/' 

^* Was it the story of my suff<^ngf 
which frightened sleep?" interrogated 
the monk. '^ Was it sympathy for niyj 
past years of misery which led you to the 
cloisters ?^' 

Theodore hung his head in silence. 

*' Say/' pursued his inquisitor^ "was 

it 
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It to- muse o'er my wrongs — was it to 
glean strength by my example, that you 
quitted the scene of your slumbers ?" 

'^ Cruel ! cruel !'' murmured Tiieo« 
dore^ and krge and scalding tears atream-« 
ed down his cheeks. 

Thfi monk wept with him. ^' Holy 
saints V he aspirated, ''bow is the child 
of my hopes changed! — how, in one 
short nigh/, bave^tbe genuine feelings of 
nature become annihilated!" 

^' Hear me, father," exclaimed Theo- 
dore, in all the energy of innocence — in 
all the enthusiastic ardour of his charac- 
ter. "I am npX changed, but bound " 

He paused — he shuddered — the blood, 
forsook bis cheeks ; his lips quivered, for 
his " mind's eye" pointed to the heart 
of the holy Betsolin the murderous po- 
niard of the stranger. He shrunk from. 

the 
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the arms of his preceptor — he sank ott 
his knees before hira. '* Father/' he im» 
plored, '' leave me ;: I dare not be my- 
self. There is a tie — ther6 is a vow re-- 
gistered — oh-^^ deep, deep ! Leave me^ 
father; leave me/' 

** Leave you/* reproachfully repeated 
the monk, *' thus the sport of delirium/ 
.thus actuated by the wild fever of frenzy. 
Theodora, know you what you: ask ?' 
Poor boy!'* gazing on him with aching^ 
fondness, ''leave you: day and' night,, 
deeping or waking, here will I take my 
station/* 

Theodore \yept as he grasped the hands 

of the feffier : his heart felt grateful foir 

so much kindness, yet could he not repay 

•i 
it by confidence. '' Dearest of friends T 

best of human beings 1" he articulated^ 

** it is not delirium, it is not fever whicH;' 

' causes- 
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•causes this agitation ; it is the spirits^ not 
the health ; it is the mind^ not the body« 
I would but pass an hour in prayer — it 
is a cordial, father," forcing a smile, 
''which the. sick soul covets. I feel my 
days of inactivity are passed ; and now 
that fate calls upon me to fulfil a more 
\igorous part, I would implore Heavea 
to inspire me with strength and forti* 
tude, sufficient to acquit myself in the 
trial." As he spoke, the mild beams of 
conscious rectitude o'erspread his fea- 
tures; his eyes regained their animation, 
and his smile was (be smile of hope. 

" 'Tis enough,'* said the monk, curio- 
sity yielding to astonishrauent — '* I leave 
you, Theodore, not idly to guess at your 
%scret, but to strengthen itsj)reservation; 
gratitude shall no longer torture your 
£eeling mind, or endanger the prescribed 

limits 
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limits of honour. Boy 1 — son ! — frfendt 
••—become the guide- of your own ac- 
tions. Humble yourself ever thus before 
your Maker; persevere in the brave, the 
undaunted elevation of your own prin- 
ciples^ and never will the blush of shame 
paint your cheeks, never, stigmatize youf 
actions." - 

. Theodore stretched forth his ahns, but 
the monk had fled; his little cell was de- 
"serted; and unobserved he could now 
revise the past, and plan for the future—!- 
The past extended not beyond the visit 
of th6 mysterious stranger ; the future, 
all concentrated in the links so strongly 
forged by Nature, in the anticipated hope 
of yet beholding the authors of his beings 
His mind, always alive to some darling 
passion, always buoyed by some reigning^ 
impulse, now felt all the glowing attri- 
butes 
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tmtes of filial love— now panted for the 
warm reciprocity of parental fervour. 
To be known— to be acknowledged — to 
he blessed by the endearing appeHation 
t)f son^ was a reverie of exquisite delight; 
a reverie^ which in the noonday beams, 
in the darknes%of night, in the refectory^ 
in the chapel, alike pursued, alike ab- 
sorbed every faculty. Yes, the devoted 
soul of the cowl's most bigoted convert, 
the zealous candidate for devotional re- 
strictions, even at the foot of the altar, 
even when the vaulted roof echoed the 
-solemnity of holiness, dipt not the bur« 
nished pinions of fancy, but suffered 
them to waft him beyond the walls of 
Val ombre. 

• Day succeedcfd day, and Theodore 
watched the gradual increase of the moon, 
with an aridour not to be controuled: 

the 
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the letter, the anxiously looked-for, tht 
promised letter, imagination pictured as 
the solution of every mystery — imagina- 
tion deposited in his hands glowing with 
the names o( father and of mother. 

^t length the night arrived ; the moon^ 
round as a burnished shield, shone re« 
splendent in the heavens. Theodore^ 
with a palpitating hearty stationed at the 
window^ watched the retiring footsteps of 
the monks: his thoughts were compli- 
cated, one moment fanned into joy^, the 
next subdued even to despondence. 
Alas! the solemn oath of concealment 
was the poisoning mildew of peace ; the 
necessity for reserve, a draught upon^is 
gratitude, and a violence to his feelings* 
The mild voice of father Betsolin seemed- 
to reproach him, seemed to discard him ; 
the compact of friendship, the bond of 

confidence 
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confidence was severed^ and he felt an 
alien> even beneath the roof of his infan* 
cy. A slave to the sensibility of the 
hearty to the propelling force of fien^ing^ 
firm in moments of difficulty, capable of 
the most heroic efforts, yet in an instant^ 
by a word, by a look, by a thought, bent 
to the very verge of feminine weakness, 
Theodore hung his head upon his breast, 

r 

and his heart swelled almost to suffoca- 
tion ; tears of bitterness streamed from 
bis eyes; visions of despairing sadness 
flitted o'er his brain ; the lapse of time 
was forgotten, and not until the deep 
reverberating cloct tolled the hour of 
midnight, did he start, as it were, into 
being. " I am called upon,'* he articu* 
"lated; '' 'tis the moment for action; the 
moment when guilt stalks upon the 
world." He ^huddered^ — he ga2;ed upon 
\QU h « the 
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the calm stillness of creation, *• I awr 
not guHty," he coircllidedi vith a grief- 
fraught sigh, *' and yet destiny com'* 
mandl me/' He quitted! tiie window ; he 
humblfed himself before the prototype of 
faith I and elfevating his every thought fa 
the divine throne of grace, passed m^ny 
minutes in silent but fervent prayer. 

Calmed, strengthened, inspired^ he 
arose, his spirits and his fortitude restor* 
ed, his mitid invigorated, and fe^Ung 
capable of combating againsit even more 
than imaginary evils. Yes, 8we^t-ey*ed 
piety ! when man forsakes, when wrrowi 
multiply, beneath thy guardian wing, tht 
brol^en heart finds covert; thin^ be fhe 
healing balm of sublunary woej Ihtf^ 
be the gentle monitor of reason \ fVom 
the eye of afiiiictipni *\k tlwu who wipest 
the cankering tear; in the ear af the 
* contrite, 



Mik 



contrite, 'tis <]toti who whisperest pardon ; 
in the t^oul of rto ctevponding, 'tis ihoU 
yfho entM^llDheM tbe renovating rdiancir 
0t ftilurity ! 

Theoddi^^'p^sOd^in the package opem-^ 

ing /Vom thfe downitorits of thfe monfci; 

* he Hstencdi but the i>eign of deep silence' 

WW undisturbed; the inmate of each 

nfaWow qeU wiw sunlc in repose ; even 

th€» listless spirit- of long watching was 

huaihed^ fof uMuro seemed to mourn the 

(l^^th of sound. Swiftly he descended 

the stairs; ifWiftly h^assed through the 

C^loistenj the riight-bree2^ was' cold and 

dftmp 2 he wrapt his serge cloak aronnd 

him^ 2itid hwrried through the garden, 

A gloottiy shadow hung o'er created nr* 

ture ; th? deiise vapours of night iv(\^ 

pend^ from the trees ; and thc^ moon, 

shrQwded hy volumea of dark m^X passing 

i<i-. ■ -.'■ 
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douds^ but partially emitted her rayv 
Theodore was in that mood for contem-. 
plation which £uflrer3 not the most trivial; 
circumstance to pass unnoticed: a bush, 
caught his cloak; he paused todisentan* 
gle himself; his eyes filled with tears^ 
for it was the thorns of a rose-tree, which ; 
he himself had planted, to commemorate 
the spot where a once-cherished favourite 
lay buried. *' Poor Mignon !" he arfi- 
culated, and then, ashamed of his own 
weakness, he struggled to force a smile; 
but the effort died i#' the birlh, 

#Mignon was a little sportive squirrel,, 
the gift of father Betsolin : Mignon had 
fallen. an early victim to the thoughtless* 
ness of youth; for Theodore had forgot- 
ten 'to shelter him in a cold night, and 
the sucjceeding ..morning he had died in 
his bosom. *' Poor favourite !" he sigh* 



1 . 
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cd, " thy pangs were past when mine 
began : surely if an involuntary act, if 
an omission causes such acute'sensations^ 
what must the wretch endure,. whose ac- 
tions mark premeditated cruelty — whose 
days are passed in intentional guilt!" 
He forgot, that as the cast of the human 
countenance, so does the properties of 
the soul vary; he forgot, that what would 
torture the nerves of refined sensibility, 
would but excite the smile of the volupl 
tuary^ would but awaken the derision of 
the man of the world. 

Theodore was no casuist: until the 
mysterious introduction of the stranger, 
he had judged mankind by the inmates 
of Valombre ; he had thought all alike 
harmless, all alike guileless; nay, even 
now, his inexperienced mind pictured, 

^ H 3 that 
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that as, CHI the sxins l»4gbt disik ibere ^n 
sombre Srpots^ whieh, if visible to the eye, 
>vcHild by <:oiitrasl increase its daziSiiag 
]usirv, so h^e and there, amidst «he va^ 
riegatod piKwluctioas of nature, bei«gs of 
moDst.rpus enormity burdened^ thceartih, 
m^ikiing ihe actions of tbe virti^otrs aio<^ 
xespkndeR-t. Blissful are the fli^gii-ts of 
ixihagjnation !^— wonderful the soaring ge* 

■ 

i)ius of fancy ! In one short moment, 
tbe days of long-departed mirth were re^ 
vived ; in one short moment, each noak, 
each corner, recalled to the ductile nind 
Qf our hero the infanline sports of 
childhood. H^ stood beside the lilti^ 
gerdi^n he had assiduously cultivated^ him 
#y4^ bei9t upon the seat of his toil and 
llf9 rfcy^niion, now o'ergrown by the fra^ 
gvwi fibril l:^ hi^ hands had planted. ^' God 

of 
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of convpassion !*' he aspirated, '^ am I, 
like these flowersi to blossom and to die 
on -the self-same spot ? Am I— ^— " 

The abbey clock struck one : he start- 
ed : the present^ like an o'erwhelmiag 
flood, effaced the past ; his oath, his 
compact. Was atone remembered, and 
%vith iifK:easi-ng speed* he fled towards the 
chapeL Scarce had he shrunk beneath 
^e darkened shadow of th'e archway, 
when a blast, shrill and piercing, echoed 
through th^ rain. He knew the signal, 
yet did his heart feel paralyzed. Again 
.th« horn wverberated. Short were his 
At^ggles; fediing gave w^ to action^ 
and thrice he struck his hand upon the 
ti^AAeU No sound was returned. He 
listened^ but deep and unvaried was tHe 
stillQefss which prevailed ^ no footstep, no 
sitigie indication of a human being. 
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Anxious, yet unable to solve the mystery, 
he carefully raised the tablet, and press- 
ing his hand into the aperture, grasped 3t 
folded paper. His heart exulted as though 
he had found a treasure ; and hastily re- 
placing the stone, he hurried from the 
ruin, nor paused till he had gained the se- 
curity of his cell. The faint and unsteady 
(lame of his taper still threw a sickly 
gleam around — still decked the melan- 
choly mementoes of mortality with a 
saffron hue — the crucifix, the death's head, 
and the hour-glass. The last sand was 
run ; Theodore turned it, and sighed. 
Night after nigTit, hour after hour, had it 
trembled in the hands of its late possessor. 
" Calna be the grave's quiet! Poor fa- 
ther Theophile, peaceful the slumbers of 
thy soul !" he articulated, as imagination, 
reverting to the sad close of the monk's 

earthly 
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earthly pilgrimage, effaced even the re- 
collection of his own difficulties. " Poor 
lather Theophile ! the earth which pil- 
lows thy head, the stone which presses 

on thy bosom " 

'^ But the letter?" inquires the inqui- 
sitive peruser of these pages. Be pa- 
tient, gentle lady, and the letter shall 
yet be unfolded. The letter was grasped 
by the hand of Theodore, yet did the ge- 
nial sympathy of his nature wander to 
the awful scene of dissolution, hang upon 
the melancholy rites of the monk's ob- 
sequies. JEvery eye in the choir beamed 
the soul-softening language of commise- 
ration; every heart throbbed with the 
magic impulse of feeling : the organ was 
touched with, a tremulous hand, and the 
Libera Mti was sobbed rather than 
chaunted^ 

tt 5 Father 



^.•'* 



F ither Theophilc had di^d in the ser- 
vire of benevolences-had died in the 
disch,irge of ;i duty, from which evcil 
moiiacha) courage had shrunk. TljU^ 
to the seclusion of Valombre, not be- 
cause he Would shun misfortune — not 
because he would renounce the haunts of 
Bien — not because he wanted fortitude 
to stem the torrent of persecution — but 
because his pious mind would pray foe 
peace and pardon on his persecutors, be 
there enriched the hallowed altar of faith 
with the pure thanksgiving of 21 spotleai 

soul. Ever awake to the catls of tree 
holiness^ ever a candi^late for the com*> 
fortless offices . of restriction ami &elf^ 
ip^Qrtification/ the humble mind of the 
devotee gradually became jaundiced with 
the bigotry of zea! ; for man^ born to 
imperfection, man, the slave of opinion^ 

dives 






• 
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dives not through the hyperbole of sci- 
ence, but follows too readilj^ and too 
frequently, its occult practices* The 
path to salvation lay through the suffer- 
ings of the spirit, and the nights of father 
Tbeophile were broken and disturbed, 
because nature pined for rest. Enthu^ 
aiasm stamped e'en weakness tirtue, and 
credulity glo^ved beneaih the term faith. 
Such was the dark era of unpurified zeal 
«^But I wander : I too am lost in a laby^^ 
rmtb, whose voluminous clue here for* 
bids de&n^dtion — I forget that my hefo^ 
wi<h the letter in his hand, yielding to 
(he light tissue of ifnagination> now 
atafids in his ceU^ recalling the Libera 
MH chaunrteA at the monk's obsequies* 
fibal) I, here, fallowing the straight-for- 
Watd tract of rfiy history, unfold the lel<*> 
t€7 0r sli«U I, yielding to the sensitive 

H 6 impulse 
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impulse of the heart, explain why every 
eye wept the fall of father Theoph ie ? 
The laws of historic delineation should 
not be violated ; true, but the heart is 
tincontroulable. 
' The long gathering storm broke in re- 
verberating echoes, as father Theophile^ 
and three of his brethren, returning from a 
visit of charity, bent their steps towards 
Valombre. Dreadful was the din of electric 
matter: the earth rocked beneath the howl- 
ingblast ; the hardy trees of the forest bow- 
ed their tall heads; and the rapid waves 
of the Garonne, swollen and dark^ threw 
high their feathered surf. 

Agitated with nameless dread, with 
awful terror, the monks would have fled 
fo! sheker — Father Theophile alone stood 
firm and undaunted ; what was the wreck 
of worlds tQ him ? he had gained a con- 
quest 



\ 



-*^ 



CONFESSIONAL OF VAtOMBHB. 157 

quest which heroes cannot boast— a con- 
quest over his own heart, a subjugation 
of his feelings ; at least he thought so— 
Nature is eternal : man may arrogantly 
boast, but circumstances will recall the 
lambent flame, stamping the die irrever- 
sible. Suddenly his cheek became bleach- 
ed; suddenly his arms were extended; 
suddenly his eyes, in expectant horror, 
rested on a jutting rock, which bulged o'er 
the bed of the river. Wild were the shrieks 
which filled the pauses of the blast — a 
child, an adventurous peasant child, had 
climbed the highest peak, to rob the cur- 
lew's nest, and now implored for suc- 
cour. One — one step further, and the 
little trembler would be ingulphed ; one 
—one step further, and the efforts of ex- 
ertion would be useless. 

The monks shrunk in dismay : all save 

father 
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father Thcophile recoursed to prayer: 
father Theophile was pious — but fathef 
Theophile felt himself called to action. 
He darted up the side of the rock; re- 

• gardless of his own safety, he thought but 
of the infant sufferer ; yet could be not 
reach the point. The child shrieked 
louder, as the storm became more furi- 
ous. The wind had blown back the hood 
of the inonk's scapular, and his shorn 
head was exposed to the rude pel tings of 
the tempest. His staff dropped from bis 
hands — he raised them with frenzied fer- 
vour to. Heaven. ''Blessed saints^ aid 
thy servant !" be ejaculated, and then^ 
with an effort more than mortal, sprung 
tipon the point* One hand grasped the 
child — one hand threw him on the pTain 
above, whilst with the other he cfung to 

, the o'erbanging shrubs. The child was 

safe-^ 






COMFSSSIONAL OF VALOMBM. 1&9 

S8ife-*^was rescued. He saw his danger r 
— a prayer quivered onvhis bloodless lips 
<«^fhe treacherous hold gave way^ and 
father Theophile sank amidst the angry 
waves of the Garonne. 

Dreadful was the conflict passing in 
the breasts of the brethren ! dreadful the 
shrieks of anguish^ the exclamations of 
despair ! The ill*fated mpnk was rescued 
from the waves — was conveyed to Va- 
lombre. He spoke not, but his eyes un- 
closed — ^be moved not^but still he breath- 
ed. At nigbt> when the storm was hiyshed^ 
and tke winds of heaven scarcely mur- 
mtured> feis eyes closed forever — at night, 
when the lightnings ceased to ptay^ and 
the thunder no longer rumbled^ he 
breathed no more. 

For the first time, doubt and incon'- 
gtuity pervaded the youDg mind of The- 
odore: 



^ 
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odore: till then he had pictured a life 
of devoted sanctity the peculiar charge of 
Providence ; till then he had pictured the 
love, the prayers of father Theophile, a 
safeguard even to others. " A death so 
violent/* he articulated, as, with the 
monk Betsolin, he watched by the cold 
corse; /^ his piety and his faiths his 
precepts and his example, his restric« 
tions and his zeal — Oh, father, me- 
thought Heaven's angels would have 
guarded a life so precious! Father " 

The monk looked fearfully towards him* 

'* Wherefore should man renounce the 
pleasures of the world,'* pursued Theo^ 
dore, regardless of the deep scrutiny of 
his companion ;. *^ wherefore should man 
shrink from the enjoyments of life, if——-*' 

'* Boy, what is it I hear ?" interrupted 
the shuddering, devotee '^Banish the 

inroads 
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inroads of scepticism; 'tis a poison which 
- corrodes every moral duty, which can- 
kers every virliie of the soul." 

" I am no sceptic, father," mildly re- 
plied Theodore. '' I would but ask, why 
a being so immaculate, so pure, so per- 
fect, should be snatched from the wor- 
ship of Heaven, in rescuing a child, 
whose future days may be darkened with 
guilt — whose future actions may be in- 
stigated by evil ?" 

The monk raised his eyes to Heaven, 
murmured a credo, then turning to the 
youth — '' Vain boy," he said, " you 
would dive whither the blind and mis- 
. judging eye of humanity is forbidden. It 
is not because God spares the guilty, and 
strikes the innocent, that the mind of 
man should waver: faith-' is the tenet of 

■ 

our holy worship ; and in meek humility, 

without 
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without daring to q-iuestioti, tvttlkoiK chtf* 
ing to repine, 'tis tire Christian's d^Tyfo 
bow to his decrees/' 

Theodore^ crossing his bo'aofia, betit his 
head in token of conviction. Piety sob^ 
^wrted the rising moists of error ; the doo 
tnnes of zeal were concltisive ; and o«r 
hero, more efTectoially to impress on rne* 
mory the record of fatljer Theopbile's 
virtues, petitioned of the abbot t-bc in- 
dulgence of inhabiting the same cell, in 
the hope of treading the ifi^pired steps 
of his predecessor. The request^ decked 
in the laTiguage of piety, and pleaded 
with the warm ardour of enthusiasm^ was 
accorded ; and the night which witoecised 
t^be transient lapse of establrshed forti- 
tudie — which sprinkkd the cold limits of 

■ 

iiature*5 sanctqary with the almost frozen 
tears of long devotional apathy — ^which 

softened, 

1 ■ 
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softened, to sobbing weakness, the voices 
of the holy choir, and filled with enan- 
giiished pauses the sacred strains of the 
Libera Mel, beheld Theodore reclining 
on thfe hard pallet of father Theophile, 
his eyes fixed on the hoiir-gkiss, and his 
thoughts fixed on th« slight and perish- 
able'tenure of existence. 



CHAP. 
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CHAP. VII. 

'Tis Godlike magnanimity to keep 
-—,——.—_ Oar reason calm and clear, 
And execute her will, from a strong sense 
Of what is ri|;bt. Thomsos:. 



Sweet Recreation barr'd, what doth ensue. 
But moody and dull Melancholy, 
Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ; 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 

SHAK£SP£ABr. 

As Theodore started from his deep ab- 
straction, the prolengthened chain of 
fancy vanished, and the mental visions of 
never-slumbering imagination gaveplace 
to the mysterious incident of the pa«t 
hour — to the coming difficulties of the 
future. With a trembling hand he broke 
the seal of the letter; with a palpitating 

' heart 
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beart he perused its contents. " Re- 
member absolution cannot cleanse a per- 
jured soul/' "vvas the appalling line of its 
commencement ; *' remember the vow 
of eternal denunciation is registered 
deeper than on my memory. Theodore, 
you have bound your very being to my 
guidance — ryou have yielded yourself a 
slave to my controul." 

Theodore shuddered j he grasped the 
paper v^ith the energy of passion; his 
cheek flushed crimson, and the fire of 
defiance sparkled in his eyes, ^' Vaia 
boaster!" burst from his burning lips, 
and then a heavy sigh checked utterance« 
for the chapel scene, and the solemn te- 
nor of his oath, crowded upon his brain, 
•'A slave!'* he emphatically iQurmured 
-—''a slave — and to whom ?'* -^gain his 

eyes 
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eyes sought the paper, and ag:«in indigo 
nation banished every other feeling, 

'^ Mine i» no common stretch- of w 
thority, neither is it the coercion of selt 
created po%ver"— it is absolute-— it is un- 
controulable. Theodore, the breath of 
life hangs on' my d^igger's point, and dis- 
obedience puves the way to murder* 
M«jrlv me, when nejit I write, the lamguor 
of Inactivity, th^ lassitude qf indulgence 
mw%t yield to fHertion-^^mi/^f, boy, fV^r 
the ppt^rile pursnits of V^lombte** breth« 
yen »nit not the magnitude of a n^wand 

gloriowi^ enterprise. Thgqdpre, the wh!n« 
hg hnm pf prayer mHst give.place toih? 
(j)ang op avm^^Theqdbre, yoiir h;ai^d 
jnqst drqplhe rofiiaryiand gr^sp the svyordt 

Msnhflwl' ffiHW eflfVre thp recreant pn^e 
•HJl^ of YmnK for blogd ^lan© pan \nU 
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liate thi^ h^art to valour. Remembev> 
ytonr oath:; be secr«r» and be wle«t/* 

Thcsodorc re^id and ra-i>ead the letter: 
every passion of bis «qu1 was rciuacd into:^ 
being; pridci |^ief| hornor, amaaowenti. 
iodignation, diamay, alternately agiiatedi 
alt^pnately glowed in ev.ery feature, Ul^-^ 
decidedi unadvised, left to the guidance 
Qp bja own inexperience, fettered by a 
TOW of fatal and mysterioua import^ ho 
knew not how to act, he knew not how 
to elude the approaching; trial How did 
his baaTt.sicken for the joy of (:ominwni* 
cation l^^howdid his he^rt sipken for thfi 
assuaging aid of confidence, for the ne^ 
verr failing balm of sympathy ! Bwl be 
f^wed not fty to itsi alleviating powers--- 
be daf^d not whisper th^iiteljij^^ e^ 
of friend^bipi onc^ be tcMppUon^e 
h^ flew to the. door of bis cell ; be pns« 
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ed, his band placed upon the lock, 'The 
oath was compulsatory," he mused ; " it 
was not the free-will ofFering of the soul. 
Surely the interposition of prayer will 
plead with Heaven for forgiveness ; surc^ 
]y atoning penance will restore my be- 
wildered steps to the paths of peace} 
surely, beneath this holy sanctuary, mer- 
cy will obliterate involuntary trespass, 
and guide me to the bosom of my God.** 
All was harmony^ all was concord ; hi« 
heart fluttered with coming joy, wiib 
new-born expectation, '^ Yes, in thy 
arms,~clear and revered father Betsolin— 
in thy ear-™—" His eyes glanced an the 
paper which his hand still grasped, glan-* 
ced on the words, disabedkric^ paves tie 
Tt'^i/ ^<>n<iSi|l9^« ^nd a shuddering aensa* 
tion of^lnR^r palsied his whole franoct 
JJis cheeks were pale^ bis lips colourless ; 



CDNFSSSI0NAL OF VALOMBRB. 169 

cold^ Fearful drops bung on his forehead; 
and^ as his heart felt swollen almost to 

a 

soffocatioti, jcvery thought^ every idea 
was lost in the bleeding form of his pre- 
ceptor. '' Not for myself, blessed saints, 
not for myself do I tremble — I would 
blunt the dagger's point — I would shield 
the precious life of my friend !" He 
sank on his pallet/ subdued, overcome, 
and for many moments yielded to the 
weakness of tears. 

Feeling the necessity of exertion, he 
again read the papier, and tearing a leaf" 
from his tablet, wrote:^*' Strange being, 
whoe'er thou art, who thus arrogantly 
assumes the controul of my actions, know 
that the restriction, as well as the oath, is 
registered on my memory ; know that I 
can brave death rather than- dishonour/' 
He fled to the garden, deposited the note 
» VQU I. I beneath 
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beneath the ruined archway, and with 
spirits somewhat calmed, returned uh* 
seen to his cell. In vain he wooed the 
calm of slumber; broken and unquiet 
were the transient moments of forgetful- 
ness. The gigantic form of the stranger 
was the appalling subject of his vi&ions; 
sometimes grasping a dagger steeped in 
the blood of the monk, but oftener, with 
demoniac laugh, exclairoingT-T*<Z't(?i4 ex\ 



9nine'' 



From this period, the spirits^^ar^d the 
health of Theodore appeared to decline : 
no siiiile gladdened his features, no.spor* 
tive ray of youthful vivacity beamed 
from his melancholy eyes ; he looked as 
though the weight of worlds pressed up* 
on bis heart ; he felt as though the ener« 
^le« of life were bbsted. In vain father 
Bctsolin essayed to decypher the cause 

m . 'of 
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of his dejection, in vain the studied en- 
dearments of Friendship sought to steal 
the treasured secret ; Theodore, with a 
perseverance till now unknown, baffled 
every argument, refuted every supposi- 
tion. But though his lips breathed not 
the tale, his countenance spoke corrod* 
ing anxiety, and deep-rooted care; his 
countenance, the intelligent index of his 
niind, spoke a heart aching with buried 
v?oe3, a mind tortured with anxious agi- 
tation. 

Week after week succeeded, and other 
letters marked the persevering Interfer- 
ence of the stranger; each alike was 
coudied ill the strong terms of authority 
•^each alike marked the coercion of ar- 
rog^ted power. Theodore preserved 
them* not ^ a memento of his own sla- 
very, but as an- hereafter explanation of 

I 3 ^ hi^ 
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tts conduct^ should circtrmstances^ ab- 
4o»Iving bis oatb> enable him to appear 
before the brethren of Valombre in all 
irs genuine candour. Reared by the fos- 
tering hand of kindness^ loved for the 
grateful energies of his nature^ a favou- 
rite from the father abbot to the porter 
at thegate/he had to stem ^persevering, 
a general tenderness, which conveyed to 
his feeling heart a sensation of painful 
yet pleasing emotion ; painful^ because 
it embittered the pang of concealment— 
pleasing, because it whispered, that the 
bier of the foundling would be watered 
with the tears of affection, ■, 

Sometimes the raging whirlwind of 
passion, sometimes the sensibility of na« 
ture, were by the monks alternately des- 
canted, alternately rejected. That the 
passions should rage withrn the conse- 
crated 
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crated walls of religion^ seemed a mock- 
ery to true holiness; bttt that seductive 
love should steal one thought from Hea- 
ven^ should enslave a soul once eager 
for profession, appeared to the cold and 
rigid disciples of exterminated feeling 
an outrage alike to sense and to probabi* 
Irty. Besides, where could the eyes of 
the once^e voted saint gaze upon the 
attractions of female loveliness? — where 
inhale the halcyon joys of forbidden 
Wiss ? Tis true, upon charitable offices 
he had sometimes visited the cottages of 
the peasantry, ; but could a mind fraught 
with intellectual worth, could a soul alive 

to all the tremulous vibrations of feelins:. 
to all. the sublime, the enthusiastic im-^ 
pulsesof piety, stoop to the degrading, 
the mortal bias of sensuality ? Oh no I 
the very suggestion was an insult to rea* 

son. 
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son, a violation to virtue; and Theodofifi 
was arraigned and acquitted in the self- 
same breath. It was then the canker of 
disease which sapped the vital stream of 
existence — it was a slow consuming fe- 
ver which threatened his sanity and his 
life. Such were the conclusions of the 
brethren, all save father Betsolin; he had 
studied the character of his pupil, he had 
read with horror and dismay that the fe- 
ver was on the mind. 

It was long afterTheodore had retired 
from evening worship, that the monk, as a 
last effort, repaired tohis cell, armed with 
all theargumentsof tenderness, withal! the 
soul-&tealing susceptibility of entreaty. 
The youth, subdued by lassitude, had sunk 
upon his pallet, where nature, wearied 
by intense thought, was snatching from 
sleep a' momentary oblivion. The monk^^ 

witb 
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with noiselais step, advanced^ reclosed 
the door, and watched hi^ slumbers. Pal- 
lid was his cheek ; no varied hue of 
dappled health blushed o'er his features ; 
yet was his respiration calm, for the la- 
bouring start of passion betrayed not the 
torture of imagination. Father Betsolia 
hung over him ; the days of his infancy 
were revised, the hours of his past confi- 
dence reacted : 'tis true, the monk was 
dead to the world, but the sensibility of 
the heart still lingered; 'tis true, with 
the cowl he had outwardly embraced the 
freezing dogmas ofestablished custom; but 
the cowl, no, nor the cowl's initiators, 
cannot efface the attributes of nature. 
Sighs of uncontrouled emotion agitated 
his bosom, tears of unsuppressed tender- 
ness streamed from his eyes; they fell 
upon the cheek of the unconscious Thf. 

I * odore; 
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odore; tlje monk, wi(h dltttious hand, 
essayed to disj^ce thenfi, but the attempt 
roused the sleepe;-. He started ;. he look- 
ed up ; impulsive was the feeling of af- 
fection, was the glow of] sympathy; he 
threw his arras around the rteck of father 
Betsolin, and wept upon his bosom. 
*'' My beloved boy!" faltered the monk, 
^'valued as would have been the cherish- 
ed offspring of nly sainted Ca^rma ! 
Theodore, dear mysterious Theodore, 
your health declines, yourspiritslanguish: 
the sallow hue of sickness o'erspreads 
your cheeks: your feet seek ever the 

r 

melancholy haunts of unfrequented sad- 
ness ; and thoXigh no cbmplaint escapes 
your lips, 'tis evident you pine beneath 
sohie secret affliction. Am I not your 
friend? Say, cruel and unkind one, could 
ihe fondest counsels, the most endearing 
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effoi'ts of paternal solicitude have stir- 
passed my anxious^ eager interest ?— — 

could " 

" Father," interrupted the agitated^ 
the almost-convulsed Theodoi^> " have 
compassion — have mercy." 

'• I >wouId but steal your sorrows,'* re» 
plied the monk ; ^M would but lighten 
the weight of your secret woes. I have 
been young — I can look back to the days 
of temptation. Tell me, if imprudence 
— if guilt — Ah, Theodore f the passion* 
war against the soul ; the passions often 
break down the barrier of reason, and 

render dissolute the *' 

^* Oh no, no 1" sobbed the youth, and 
gasping for brealh,^ he buried his face in 
his hands. 

^' I will soften, I will sooth,** mourn- 
fully resumed father Betsolin, thinking 
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he had at once traced the long-smothercd 
clue of concealment, " Unhappy boy, 
point out the fatal lapse, and to the 
throne of grace my prayers shall ascend 
for pardon ! Speak; in mercy to your- 
self, in mercy to your soul's eternal 
peace, reveal this long-preserved secret, 
this smothered pang, which bends you to 
an untimely grave, and robs me of life's 
chief blessing-r-your confidence and af- 
fection. No power do I arrogate, no. 
duty do I urge — Boy — Theodore — child 
—beloved child ! say, confess what blacky 
what deadly crime, shrinks with such 
seeming horror from a friendly eye?**. 

'fBilter is the hour of trial !" mur- 
mured the accused youth, his heart swell- 
ing fn all the native pride of greatness.. 
*^ Yet, father," and deep and solemn was 
bis tone, '' by the meek and hallowed 

spirits 
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•Spirits of eternal bliss ! no pang of guilt 
pervades my soul> or clouds my actions. 
Forgive the apparent obstinacy of per- 
severance — oh forgive, acquit^ pity a 
wretched being, who loves — who vene- 
rates — who knows no peace, no joy on 
earth, banished your confidence, hurled 
from your affection!" For a moment 
he paused, gazed with aching agitation 
on the features of the monk, then conti- 
nued — '' My nature scorns suspicion ; 
yet, father, necessity — compulsion — in- 

: trqding recollection " 

-r '''Scorns suspicion?'* reiterated the 
monk, grasping the cold hand of Theo** 
dore, and looking imploringly in his face; 
*' oh ! then explain the mystery, silence 
intruding doubts, snatch aside the veil of 
prejudice, and reveal the spring of ac- 
tio^?" 

I ** I cannot 
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*' I cannot — I dare not," feltcred The- 
odore^ — '* Father ^^ 

" Dare not!'* interrupted the monk> 
in accents of stern severity — " dare not! 
what new and sacrilcgiqus tie supersedes 
the call of duty?" 

" Humanity, gratitude," wildly arti- 
ctilated the youth, '' all — all conspire 
agdifist nle. No more — no mofc — father, 
lio more. The eye of Heaven reads my 
secret — sanctions my perseverance." 

'^ Then you admit a secret?" qubstioB* 
ed father Bets61in> and apprehension gave 
way to amazement; ^^ you admit some 
deep and hidden cause stagnates the 
Spring of youth, and poisons the current 
of existence?" 

*' Yes, yes, there is a cause*---! tnust^.I 
do admit it — a cause, holy saints ! how 
deep ! how imperious ! Urge me ho fui^ 

ther— 
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ther — ^I and l^und — tied — an oatl> — " 
Theodore gasped for breath ; Theodore 
shuddered^ as though in the convulsions 
of death. "Father — fatber^/tis profa* 
nation— -murder.*' 

The monk raised his clasped hands to 
Heaven. '' Mother of God^ forefend oi^ 
sanctupry!" he aspirated — " ProfanO' 
Hon! Murder r 

'' Yesj" with almost frenzied eager- 
ness^ pursued the youths '' blood marks 
the violated oatb^ and damns. the per- 
jured aqul. Not prayer or penance, not 
contrition or reparatipo, can rouse the 
sl^ep of death). .Mark me> father^ the 
breath that tells the tale^ blasts the sweet 
spring of life. Shun me— shun me — 'tis 
gall — 'tis wormwood — poison^.'* 

/' SaiRt$: of mercy!'* ejaculated the 
aionk^ numbering the beads of his rosary^ 

'^ calm 
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*' calm the fell horrors o# bis maddened 
brain, and give him peace and rest !*' 

'* Father, I^m not mad," said Theo- 
dore, forcing a smile ; " no fever rava- 
ges my brain, or desolates my senses. 
Memory is keen, is accurate ; her pow- 
^^•fS bre not impaired — I know the debt I 
* , owe to Heaven, an d^ next to Heaven, to 

^ '* To Heaven be all the praise !** meek- 
ly observed the father.' 

^'' Tb^ Heaven, and Heaven's just ser- 
vant!" j^atefully concluded Theodore.. 
y^•^^%l The hibn^k crowed his bosom, breathed 
a Tieavy sigh, and movied towards the 

door. 

The youth sprung forward, and seized 
his hand. '* Father," he exclaimed, ''you 
knew the bent of my nature ere 1 knew 
myself; you traced the growth of prin- 

ciple^ 
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ciple,ere reaawiand conviction had gain- 
ed their bias: say, then, can your heart 
acquit me? — can your judgment, admit- 
ting me the child of mystery, believe my 
actions the result of honour?" 

•^ May Heaven speed me," solemnly 
replied the monk, *' as my soul disclaims 
the inroads of suspicion ! Impelled by 
some unknown influence, I believe rec- 
titude the incentive even of your silence/* 

It was nearly dark; evening's gloomy 
shadows veiled the features of Theodore; 
yet the warm tears which fell upon the 
hand of father Betsolin, and the fervent 
pressure which marked the grateful adieu 
of his pupil, betrayed his feelings. " I 
will go pray for you, my son," faltered 
the monk, pausing yet a moment longer. 
*» Theodore, at the sacred altar of divine 
worship, I will petition Heaven to shield 
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yoif from temptation and VP> to xirspire 
you with strength aikl perseverance for 
exertion, with patience and endurance^, 
under those evils the lapse of time may 
unfold. Theodore/' and he placed his 
hand with tender piety on the head of 
the youth, *' my blessing and my hopes., 
rest on yo« !** 

•* Amen/' trembled on the lips of 
* Theodore ; and as the last echo of the 
monk's footsteps dred on the soUtude of 
his cell, '^ may thy hopes be buUt upon 
a rock,"' he enthusiastically exdaimed; 
^ a rock, which the surges of the worlds 
which the breakers of the passions can* 
not sap, or render desolate !'* 

Convinced that the gloomy abstraclioo. 
of his young favourite proceeded, from 
spm,e hidden vision, some mockery x>f the 

senses, inculcated by his pursuits and hiik 

doctrines^ 
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idoctrines, father Betsolin^ whose mind 
had imbibed the infatuation of bigotry 
aiid' superstition, whose, mind, in a mo- 
ment, comprised his mysterious entrance 
into the monastery, the murder of the 
late abbot, with the disappearance of 
the stranger, commended his jjersever- 
ance, gloried in his zeal of faith, and 
hailed the canonization of an hereafter 
saint. 

It must be remembered, that father 
Betsplin lived in an era when the blessed 
rapture of divine inspiration was adiT)it- 
fed and believed; in an era, when the 
casual coincidence of circumstances awak- 
ened wonder, and the slightest colouring 
of improbability was magnified into por- 
tentous omens. 

Conviilced his penetration had discch- 

>'ered 
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am 

vered the treasured secret, and trembling 
lest health should fall the wreck of ima- 
gined duty, the monk hastened to the 
cell of the father superior. The broken 
sentences, the excessive agitation of the 
youth, was minutely recitecU and credu- 
lity was^oon swelled by a new proselyte. 
** It must be so/* said the abbots devout- 
•.*.4y crossing himself. ** Reserved for some 
Ijfreat calling, this youth is given to our 

ft 

holy care." 

** To Heaven be the praise !" mur- 
mured the monk, '^ to us the charjge.*' 

*' True, my son," rejoined the superi- 
or, " from the baleful sin of arrogated 
wisdom, blessed Mary, defend thy ser- 
vants!" 

The monk bowed in acquiescence^ and 
the abbot continued — ;'' Shall I, invested 
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by my sacred authority, absolve the ac- 
knowledged oath,^ and claim his souTs 
confession ?" 

" No, father," eagerly exclaimed the 
monk, *' authority and tenderness com- 
bined could not wrest the treasured se- 
cret, else into my ear had it been pour- 
ed. He loves me, reverend father," and 
a transient glow passed o'er the sallow 
, cheek of the religieux ; 'with all the 
energy of his grateful nature loves me, 

for what he terms the beneficence of 

> 
charity, what I term the bare impulse of 

duty. Alas, poor Theodore ! he pos- 
sesses feelings much too strong for the 

trials of the world " 

" If he lives," interrupted the abbot. 

" Ah ! there exists my greatest dread," 

said father Betsolin — *' Mother of God ! . 

yf^eaven should claim him for its own, 

4 every 
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every sorrow of my past life will be re* 
acted/* 

" We are told," said the superior, in 
accents of reprehension, '' to fix our 
hearts upon things above.'* 

The monk meekly crossed hi» hands, 
upon his bosom. 

*' To preach resignation with our lips,'^ 
pursued the abbot, " when our hearts are 
aMve to anxiety and apprehension, is 
mockery to our sacred calling — is an of- 
fence against the ruling principle of our 
order. Nature must die ; 'tis the spirit,. 
not the flesh, should actuate the inmates: 
of these walls." 

Father Betsolin bowed in submission, 
not in conviction, for he felt that the 
flesh, often rebelling against the sacred , 
dictates of the spirit, would struggle for- 
pre-eminence, in spite of the mandate ftki, 

apath] 
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apathy, in spite of the boasted influence 
of zeal. "Yet, father in God," he meek- 
ly demanded, ^^ surely the lawg of true 
holiness forbid not the preservation of 
the body's health. Theodore, young, 
and a slave to feeling, droops under 
some hiddensecret, which the monotony 
of his life each moment must recall. la 
change of scene the impression might 
become fainter, the ideas might lose their 
ttialign force." 

In change of scene," repeated the 
abbot, for the monk, pausing, looked 
expectantly towards him; '^ proceed, my 
son ; i would hear the wishes prudence 
and affection dictates,'* 

*'In change of ^cene,^ resumed father 
Betsolin, 'Mhe energies of his mind would 
become invigorated, his strength restore 
. ed, his health established; and he might 
' • return 
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return to Valotnbrc, armed against the 
weakness of imagined evils^ and braced 
for the exertions of an hereafter call- 
ing/* 

*' Change of scene," again pronoun*' 

ced the abbot. '^ And would you, roy 
fion^ to escape one evil encounter a thou« 
■sand ?— would you expose hia inexpert 
ence to the subtil ty of the worlds to the 
snsjres of the designing ? Ah ! remem« 
ber the weakness of humanity-^remera'. 
ber the dreaded influence of the poastonSi 
-nof to prolong life, risk the sslv^tlori of 
bis soul/* 

^^ Heaven forefend !" ?(splrated the 
n^on}cj ^U would but send h\n\ whr^rQ 
dftngcr cannot threaten^ vhere tempf^Hon 
c;>npot ept^r- Father, the period for tho 
kgatipn to the roQst holj^ mother supch 
rlor Qf Sena Copm approaches} wbirt. 
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eviXi threaten the souPs quiet of the pious 
missionary?" 

The abbot mused for a motnent, then 
starting — " You think, my son, the health 
pf the youth requires change ?'* 

^' I do, holy father,'* fearfully replied 
the monk, '' and unless that change bo 
quick, I think it v/ill avail but little/* 

''The Virgin sees the rectitude of our 
intentions," said the abbot, crossing hU 
bosom ; '^ my son, b^ It even as you wish, 
Apprijse the youth of our induljjence j 
andwhen our blessed sanctuary no longer 
Infolds him, when alone he journeys f<ir 
the fuiniment of our trust, we will offer 
vp the prayers of piety for hl^ preserv^^ 
tlon 5 we will petition the saints and mttr^ 
tyrsto guard him with the shield of faith, 
to return him, a chaste, uncontaminatetl 
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lamb, to the parental guidance of out 
holy flock/* 

The intelligence of the father superi- 
or's intentions, the sacred trust he was 
nominated to fulfil, at first awakened not 
a smile in the pensive countenance of 
Theodore ;. he rather shrunk frpni an of-- 
fice which required exertion and perse«i 
verance-r^n office which called him from 
the contemplation of his own peculiar 
cares, and roused him at once from the 
listless languor of conventual seclusion. 
But gradually the difficulties iighleoed 
as the play of expectation returned. A 
new world was about to burst upon him, 
a world oft pictured by the imagery oC 
fancy — a world which contained the au*' 
thors of his^ being, and which, frpm^that 
inference, becamedear. " Yes; w« shair 

meet,'* 
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meet," he exclaimed, and the frolic ray 
of hope, of sanguine expectation, fanned 
his warm heart, and glowed upon his 
cheek — " we shall meet in bliss, in joy, 
in sympathy ; the yearning voice of na- 
ture will proclaim the blest tie of con- 
sanguinity, and parental hope and filial 
duty will arise/' 

Suddenly the new scenes of anticipated 
rapture faded; suddenly all alike gave 
place to the image of the mysterious 
stranger, which, like an evil genius, mock- 
ed all his plans, and blighted his expec- 
tations. Each instant did the bond be- 
come more galling; each instant did his 
free-born spirit spurn at a restraint which 
ncces^ty enjoined. He dared not quit 
Valombre; he dared not fulfil the sarrod 
mission of the father abbot, wjihotit fiiist 
consulting, and apprizing the being, \/ho, 

VOL, I, K streacLtheucd 
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strexigtfaened by. the authority, of a coiiit 
pjuj^atory oath^ a,w.ed him by threajts^ and 
guided him by, credjujity. H.e breathed 
not, the slightest shadow, of.perpliexity to 
father Betsolin^ lest he should call forth, 
inquiries he couJd. not resolve; but 
watched th^. approaching period of cpm- 
munication with the strangerj with i^. 
in^patience he could sparcely controul. 

The swelling, moon., gradually encre^s- 
ing, wajnted but one day to complete her 
round and perfect di?k; but one day, to, 
fulfil. the signal for the stranger's renfem? 
br^nce — the signal, whea memory wa$ 
fanned by threats and adjurations. 

Theodore, impatient of controul^ pat)t- 
ing for liberty to attend the call of duty^ 
yet dreading to meet some d^rc obstacle - 
to his wishes, deposited beneath the ruin- 

« 

ed archway a leaf of hii$ tablet^ not ao« 
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liciHng: peffsamon,. nofc o5^njng aiitho^ 
rity, but true to his word, simply hinting^ 
the approaching legation^ which was 
about to call him from Valombre. His- 
conclusioi>i that the band which placed 
beneath the slojio the letter for his in* 
»pe€tion WouJd, see and remove his own, 
was accurate. ^ 

On the succeeding night, when the 
holloW'^toned clock had sounded the hour 
of midoigbt^ and the eyes of observatioa 
\\'er.e f^st olo^d in sleep, Theodore agaii)' 
beni hi^.steps to the garden — again pass- 
ed beneath the shadow of the archway-^ 
ttgdip:§tarted', althotfgh.in expectation of 
the shrill blast of the Horn— again strucli^ 
bis hand upon the tablet^-again listened 
fn vftin for the signal of the ^tranger'a 
iipproach j then lifted thQ stone* seke4 
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the deposited paper, and returned bastJIy 
to his cell. 

*' The hour for action is not yet arri- 
ved/* ran the contents of the paper— 
*' Theodore, you may fulfil the mission 
to Bena Copia. The present is the sea- 
son for prayer, for fasting, and for pe- 
nance ; the next, infatuated boy ! will 
be a calling more glorious." 

Theodore smiled incredulous **What 

calling can be more glorious than the 
office of religion?" he thought; ''what 
calling can be more glorious than the sa- 
cred discharge of gratitude ?'* 

The stranger and the contents of the 
pnper alike faded from imaginations- 
alike gave. place to the varied scenes of. 
anticipation, which conjuring the al- 
most shapeless images of an unlihown - 

world. 
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world, decked it in colours so gay and 
so resplendent, as almost to dazzle the 
eyes of the sanguine visionary. 'Tis 
true, the heart of my hero had once 
sighed for profession — had once pictured 
peace^ as alone to be found within the 
walls of Valombre; 'tis true, he had pe- 
titioned to be inaugurated a member of 
its sacred order; but 'lis also true, that 
one little hour had convinced him, that 
reason and conviction are the best guides 
of our actions. His heart, as I have be^ 
fore exjMressed, was ever swayed by mo- 
iqf ntary impulse — his heart possessed a 
rich store, which time and circumstances 
alone could awaken into being. Thus 
, delineated, surely the most contradictory 
extremes may be admitted; surely the 
bewildering straggly of hope and fear, 
of pain and pleasure, may be said to rage 
wi^ equal.strength. 

k3 CN^ 
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CHAP. VIII. 

In admonition warm^ 
Oft did he caution 
'Gainst each sin that easily l)eset8 
Tlie lieart. Polwhele's Eif ot Jsh Oii:*.Voik. 



*' Sweet Hospitality ! thy genial ray, 

Unleagued with weiilth, or letter*d lore, smiles midst 

3'he ^ot^iy haunts of laboui*'s sons, and decks 

The board i>f poverty with iiicenise blctnd^ 

A>> flows from courtly state." 

*' )Bene vertai Deus!" murmurfed the a?b- 
•bdt, plachtg 'his spread liand <>n*lhe hcafl 
mfxkt %iiieeMi>g Theodore, who, al^^hfe 
mm tittly T[)eep of day, ere yet th^ lag- 
^iiig vapouYB (|f night -had*d?ssip)a:te8, re- 
•^ydrred to the cell *df the superior, to 
receive, wifh fhe credentfals of his ^fh- 
iassy, the ^aternafl ^enetlicYi on. 

Clowing in ihe Mitirm &tdttw of e*2r- 
becfant youth — Etvt\\u^ii»m ^aitltin^ ixer 
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Softened die upon his cheek, and kihdiitig 
in hi^ sloe-black eyes the renovating fffe 
x>f hope, he bounded, enriched and grate- 
ful, to the little dormitory of faither Bet- 
solin. The monk had already risen ; his 
hard pallet yielded not repose, for fancy, 
fanning the powers of imagination, hid 
pictured to his bosom's charge flie threJit 
of danger. A thousand unknown fears 
oppressed hiin, fears, owing birlh to the 
creative brain, yet fears sufficient to mag- 
nify improbability into certainty. It was 
not for* his honour — it was not for his 
probity that the good man triembTed; 
neither was it for his affection or his gra- 
titude;"those, conviction whispered, would 
Stand the test of allurements — -those were 
established on too firm a basis to be stag- 
gered by a casual itisight into the world: 
it was for 'his inexperience ; it was for 

K 4 that 
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that sensitive emotion of soul, which, as 
a feather before the wind, constitutes it 
the slave of every new and propelling 
impulse. 

The monk smiled at his own conclu- 
sions. '"Alas!" he mentally asked, ''what 
I of the world can be distinguished, in a 
lone pilgrimage from Valombre to the 
convent of Bena Copia ?*' 

His fears were appeased but Jor a mo- 
ment; his courage, his heart drooped, 
when he traced the power of enthusiasm 
— the new and delightful sensations of 
nature, in the now-flushed cheek, and 
animated eye of his pupil. " A\tts ! my 
son/' he articulated, " I see you depart, 
with a mind foreboding woe — a mind full 
of dark presages — a mind " ■ 

"Father," interrupted Theodore, bend- 
ing o'er (he hand of his sage instructor^ 

^' why 



CONFBSSIOKAL OF VALOMBRK. 901 

" why need you fear ? Youth will sur- 
mount the trials of the journey; and 
even now^ courage smiles at its dangers, 
and piety lightens on to the pursuit." 

'* But what will surmount the trials of 

the heart?*' questioned the monk^ his 

thoughts momentarily reverting to his 

own early years of existing passion. " Say, 

I what will ward the shafts of sensibility ? — 

' what will blunt the feelings of nature ?'* 

•' Father, what mean you ?" asked the 
. astonished :Theodore. *' Sensibility is 
*4h3|; &)i^eet attribute of Heaven, which 
binds us to each other ; is that trembling 
impulse of soul, which drops on afflictioA^ 
the htiijjff.Jieift M sympathy r and Na« 
ture," nisLng his dark «yes, with ener- 
getic ardour, to the face of his attentive 
auditor, *' is the noble, tl>e irresistible,. 
the godlike produce of a hand divine 1"^ " 

^5 Xte 
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The monk sighed— ^'^ 0(V«i/' he said, 
tneekly bending his eyes to the -enrth, 
*' the very gifts of Hfeaven kte, in -ihe 
blind guidance of unthinking maln^ fhe 
in&rrumertts of conden(ifnWi<rti ; or why 
Ao we see the energies of an^ex^lted-^dul 
fainted, poUuted, debased 'by tKe WOi4d i 
Alas ! my son, tlnfless dhe^ked Ijff ihe 
rein of reason, unless under the coMrdul 
of moderation, nature is lis ti ship %\Fitbtfut 
a rudder,^ the sport of every rfevoTving 
blast, outstripping the barrieir ^f ^d^ixte- 
tioD, and plunging her warm VdfHi^isAfilto 
the msites of error.** 

'' But Nature,*' artles^y <)bjferve(a TWe- 
Odore, '' in qnr ^^^idi^''t!M ^o 

assailments ; she Deeidhs no^cWRroul^ be- 
cause her attributes ane intiocttA.*' 

*' in one short hour," solemnly Ife^ 
joined the monk, '' thisi»ol{t«fdt litflbe 

shut 
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stiwt from your eyes — in one short hour, 
wandering beyond the peaceful walh of 
Valonibre, you may be exposed to temp- 
tation^ exposed to artifice^ perhaps ex- 
posed to guilt/* 

'' And must I wander far to meet the 
iSend of man ?" demanded Theodore. 
'' Ah^ father ! guilt once found entrance 
even within this lioly community." 

^he monk shuddered ; for a moment 
lie stood irresolute, then exclaimed, 
''Yes, dear and cherished orphan, mur* 
der criidsoned the hallowed limits of Va* 
lombre's confessional, and blood sprink- 
led the bleeding form of a newly-found 

" I— 1-— ^' faltered the youth. 

*' Yes, you, my son. The moment of 
your entrance within these walls was the 
momeirt of fate \o Valom*bre^ssuperi6r !" 

X 6 and 
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and then, in accents of horror and com- 
miseration, he disclosed the fearful par- 
ticulars, which nineteen years had not 
expunged from recollection. 

The youth was affected to tears. *^ Di- 
yine Ruler of heaven and earth \" he eja- 
culated, yielding to the warm fervour of 
a heart replete with grateful adoration, 
" I thank thee for snatching me from 
contagion and vice ! I thank thee for an 
asylum, which has preserved my youth 
from temptation, my mind from error! 
and oh ! I thank thee, doubly, doubly 
thank thee," grasping the hand of the 
monk, '' for this, my instructor — my 

guide — my father!" . * 

•"*■ 

The good man snatched him to his bo- 
som. 

*^ But the ring, father," eagerly inter- 

« 

rogated Theodore, as gratefully he re- 
turned 

ff 

f 
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turned the pressure of aSection — "nay 

birth — my parents " 

'' Are alike unknown/' rejoined father 
Betsolin — *' are alike involved in mys- 
tery — are alike registered on the inscru- -^ 
table page of fate. The ring, the dagj- 
ger, and the bloody garments of the mar- 
tyred St. Theodore, are preserved in the 
sacristy of our convent ; are preserved 
for a double purpose — the first, should 
Heaven will it so, to convict the mur- 
derer; the last, to elucidate the claims 
and prospects of the foundling." 

Theodore bowed his head in silence. 
" Time/' continued the monk, " and 
a firm reliance on the interposing mercy 
of Providence, may yet change the heart 
of guilt — may yet humble it to repen- 
tance. Offer up your orisons, my son, 
for the conversion of the sinner, and in 

the 
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the redemption of a soul, generously 
forget your own injuries." 

Theodore approached the door; he 
turned ; he beheld the eyes of his aged 
friend surcharged wfth tears, iHe paused 
■^*^his heart failed him, whilst liis own 
glittered witli the sweet dew of syrh- 
pathy. 

With momentary exertion the monk 
advanced; fortitude pronounced adieu, 
but affection retained the hand extended: 
and when again he pressed him to his 
bosom, it was with a warmth, with a fer- 
vour, which mocked the cowPs boasted 
conquest over feeling. 

iMusing o'er the relation of fatlier Bet- 
solin, Theodore passed throug*h the 
outer gate of the convent* i<Jot the Wide 
extent of country, diversified with a 
thousalicl grand and picturesque objects; 

not 
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Ifitrt ihe swiftly-stealing waves of the Ga- 
i'bhhe,Wc)frihe gigatftlc outfliite of itiouti- 
laTh-sceuery, Whidh l^uhst in bold p^r- 
specftive before htm, dould rouse him 
iVortn the ^tiangtiished revisal of past dc- 
ctfrrencies. The bleeding fdrm of 'the 
ibbot— ttie fttysteriotis flight of the strati- 
•ger— 'his own imknown, his own isolated 
^yrttsjifects, ^ltei*natiBly tsfticceeded^ alter- 
nately cftnlhfed thfe bufls of btfpe, and 
■coloiiiiea Hit ^jporttan'ioiis sigh, flis 
^iHisslbVl to Bttia topiia, and the hew and 
'sSngititite^acntid^tions of youth, arisihg 
ih i trirtfsient 'enhi*gem<*nt from conven- 
•ttrtil sCclusicrti, bfecame^exponged, blasted, 
'not with the mildew of disappdirttfnehr, 
bwt by k refinemeuft of sentiment, which 

conj*"^^^ ^ *^^^^^^^^ '^^^'^^'^ ^f torture. 
Hc^statted— he shudddrfed— fbr ihe thur- 

^eHelr, atid the authdr of his being, ap-> 

peared 



*■ *» ; 
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peared one. The most dark^ the roost 
corroding images crowded upon memo- 
ry, and every warm hope, every glowio; 
anticipation closed in despair. He paus- 
ed on the summit of a jutting rock which 
commanded the precincts of Valombre, 
his eyes mechanically resting on the asf- 
lum of his infancy, upon which the bright 
reflection of the sun, sparkling in reful- 
gence> emblazoned the staJnied caseraeots 
with a variegated brighta^ss, which ex- 
tending o'er the whole mass of building; 
gave to its gothic pillars^ its towers, ani 
its steeples, a rijch and dazzlixxg. Ipstie. 
Alas! hdw many pleasin^-;-ho.w /nany 
painful — how many indescribable sensa- 
tions had gained birth within those walk \ 
There the gradual swell of reasoa had 
ripened into being; there the genial 
/ energies of nature had yielded to in- 
struction 



•ki 
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struction and to piety ; there, alas ! the 
compact of secrecy had been closed; and 
there, to redeem the threatened life of his 
preceptor, his actions had become amen- 
able to a mysterious instigator. The 
knowledge of his slavery — the struggles 
of pride> of wounded feeling, alike suc- 
ceeded. " Righteous are my motives," 
fae articulated, dashing the truant tear 
from his eye; ''sweet saints of mercy, 
witness for me, that no unhallowed cause 
impels my conduct !*' 

He turned from Valombre ; he pursu- 
ed his route ; and when again he paused 
—when again his eyes wandered in the 
direction of its towers, he sighed, for dis- 
tance had closed them from his sight. 
The rich sketches of scenery which spread 
in mossy verdure before him, the inter- 
spersed windings of the Garonne, the 

wavy 
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wavy profusion of variegated foliagej 
mellowing tlie gently sweeping sides of 
the mountain, l)iit, aboVe all, the pictu- 
resque dwellings of industry, ipeering 
amidst mingled beauties of cultivation 
and nature, stole his tbouglits from their 
usual bent^--his own perplexities, and 
fixed them in a contemplation more con- 
genial ~theT3lessi;igs of his fellow-crea- 
tures. In every cottage, his imagination 
created an ideal paradise ; fancy pene- 
trated the mud-built walls, and enthusi- 
asm gave zest to each cTiaracter — the 
hiisbanc^the father reigned conspicu- 
ous: Nature's glowing pencil coloured 
each flight, while Love, slily lurking in 
his bosom, laughed at the usurpation — 
Love was a power Theodore had dared 
to brave; nay, ignorant of The ardour of 
his own fefelirigs, ^'novice td 'the heart's 

soft 
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soft wanderings, he fancied judgihent and 
reseson could ever stem, could ever sub- 
vert a-passion^ whose very birth, inex- 
perience pictured to lia ve" %eiSli the heat- 
ed exuberance of the pdefs brain. He 
admitted the claims of consanguinity, of 
'«tocial ^intercourse ; all, save the sympa- 
thy of.resistless prepossession ; and thaV, 
becaiise he -had never felt, he almost 
doubted the jiossibility of feeling. 

At night, herestedwithina hermit's soli- 

frffy'AWtelling,and with the morning's sun, 

ihvfgoWfea, refrieshed, guided by the 

dfireciibns of ihe devotee, again set for- 

■wafrd dn hismfisSion. That day, as the 

'dfie|ir^ceding, passed in persevering toil, 

arid silent meditation. More lone, moYe 

solitary, more deserted, seldom did his 

Vye tnark the haunts of man ; seldom 'did 

his ear catch Hhe buz. of anifaated nature. 

The 
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The face of the country wore a more 
gigantic outline, rocks and barren steeps 
frowned in awful grandeur, and the agi- 
tated v»'aves of the Garonne, no longer 
sparkling amidst vineyards and olive- 
grounds, roiled, impetuous of restraint, 
down steep and shelving declivities. The 
heavens themselves lowered in porten- 
tous gloom : the sun was obscured ; no 
golden ray penetrated the vapoury clouds 
which dimmed its splendour ; thick, 
shapeless, they rolled their dark columns 
overhead, decking day in the sombre li- 
very of twilight. Theodore in vain look- 
ed around for shelter : the rain began to 
fall, and the roar of distant thunder re- 
verberated in deep and hollow echoes. 
Still no thatch gladdened his searching 
eye, and the high branches of the cork.- 
trees promised but partial security. 

M 
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As be Stood deliberating how to act, a 
shrill whistle mocked the picture of soli- 
tary desertion his imagination had sketch- 
ed ; another succeeded ; and then a peal 
of thunder deadened every lesser sound. 
Theodore loudly hallooed, but echo 
alone responded. He quitted the um- 
brageous shadow of the trees, and with 
difficulty ascended an almost inaccessible 
steep ; but alas ! the smiling prospect of 
shelter crowned not his toils ; a valley 
spread itself at the base of the mountain ; 
but that valley held forth no indication 
of inhabitants^ 

Dispirited, he was descending, when 
a third whistle, sounding nearer, convin- 
ced him some human being wandered 
like himself; perhaps a signal for suc-» 
cour— perhaps a traveller, overtaken by 
the storm, in these inhospitable wilds. 

The 
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The possibility was a goading spur to^eit- 

ertion -^Theodore apruDgupoa the highi^ 

est pinnacle of the rock ; and. in a. panso 

of the storm^ in loud haUooings> flung hi% 

voice to the farthest ecbo-r^that cdhOi 

died awayf-^a still calm succeeded ,; 'ai%4:; 

then a responsive voice again called favth 

its- r&verberations* The hoarse barking 

of a dog marked some retreat ordomjean- 

tic intercoui^e; and a few mois^eiua ^ter^ 

be discovered a hind driving «om<i goati> 

down the green slope of the mountain* 

f^ Iheisaints guard us/* exclaimed the 
cottager, as, with an agile bownd, TbeQi> 
dore advanced, towarda' him,:^ *^ wfaat^ A 
tempest is this for mm to weath^i^ ! By;- 
thetmass I my b«art ach^ for yoti poor 
bea«s} and thqygh my n^Qther played' 
m^ to stay with hCT, I cpu4d not l$^v« 
them e^cposed (t>.it« pclMnffk''^ 
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\\ From a soul so feelingly alive to 
compassion/* said Theodore, '^ suiiely I 
shall not in vain, crave shelter.'* 

'^ In vain; no, no, monsieur; where 
Providence; showjers blessings, man should 
extei\d them to his fellow-creatures. . 
Though pur dwelling is small, our hearts, 
are content ; and if we labour hard, why . 
our rest is the sweeter.*' 

'* I have found one h^ppy being/' 
thought Theodore, as, with a smile of 
complacence, he, viewed the sunburnt . 
features of his conductor. *' Father Bet- 
solin is right ; the world, no doubt, can 
boast many specimens of felicity** Yet 
eager to substantiate his own Kypothesiij, 
that love was not the ripening sun of 
bliss— ** You live alone with your mo« 
iher ?" hedjemanded; ^*you labour hard fur 

her 
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her maintenance, and yet you are con- 
tent?" 

An arch smile marked the countenance 
of Antoine; he would have replied, but 
his goats had straggled from the path; 
besides the cottage held forth a shelter. 
The rain fell with increased violence, and 
his aged mother awaited him at the door. 
^^ I have brought you home a stranger, 
mother," said Antoine, as the danrie eyed 
our hero, *' It was a mercy we met ! 
Had I not gone in search of my goats, 
he might have died upon the mountain." 

^' It was a mercy to me,'* observed The^ 
odore, following the dame into tho cot* 
tage : and the.n he would have expressed 
his grateful sense of kindness • but An* 
toine fled to pen up his goats, and the 
dame silenced him by saying, *' The he^rt 
was ever the be^t recompence i" w 
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then she questioned him as to the bent 
of his journey, and listened to the un- 
varnished tale of his mission, with un* 
broken attention. '^ So young, yet en- 
trusted with so sacred an office !" she ex^ 
claimed, eyeing him with amazement : 
''in truth, monsieur^ some miracle must 
have been wrought in your favour, or the 
holy fathers could never have relied on 
your inexperience. At your age, there 
are so many temptations and so many 



snares." 



<i 



What, upon these mountains?" ques- 
tioned Theodore. 

'' No, no," she rejoined, " in the 
heart, more than on these mountains/' 

Theodore smiled incredulous. *' The 
heart, guided by reason, defended by 
principle," he answered, '^ mans, with a 
shield of adamant, the incuwons of eviU" 

volM. h '"^ '' Will 
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' *' Will reason, will principle defend it 
from the incursions of love?*' asked the 
dame, 

'* It will do more/* eagerly rejoined 
Theodore ; *^ it will subvert, it will defy 
the frivolous reign of imagined prepos- 
session — Love is but a self-created pas* 
sion^ an infatuation of the senses, a weak- 
ness of the brain, which judgment ^and 
convicrion must condemn.'* 

" The saints guard us !'* exclaimed the 
dame^ "but you argue as coldly as though 
the cowl had enforced forbearance. Why, 
monsieur^ can man change his nature?" 

'' Not absolutely his nature," replied 
our young philosopher, '* but he can 
check the exuberance of inclination, and 
curb the wild flights of passion : the sub- 
limest work of his Creator — man, can 
maintain the pre-eminence of wisdom.** 

'* You 
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^' You must be a saint/* observed the 
dame. ' r 

Theodore smiled — butnotwithasaintii 
humility^ f^r exultation and gratified 
pride were the true incentives of thatsmile. 

The thunder and the lightning ceased; 
but the rain still pelted^ and night 
closed upon our hero, beneath the shel- 
tering hospitality of the wood-cutter's 
dwelling. Led by the dame to an inner 
chamber, he again gave birth to the grate- 
ful feelings of his heart, and again was 
checked in the soft effusion. 

*' You speak/' said the dame, " as 
though you had been unaccustomed to 
kindness; or," smiling, " as though 
kindness was confined to your convent/* 

** Pardon me, good mother,** replie4 
Theodore, ^* I would but evince kindnesl^ 
is not lavished on an ingrate. Heaven 

L S knows. 
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knows^ from the earliest years of exis- 
tence, I have been indebted^ even for the 
privilege to breathe, to the philanthropy 
of strangers/* 

' The dame was softened ; a tear trem- 
bled in her eye^ " The Virgin guard 
your slumbers!" she articulated^ as she 
quitted the chamber. 

Theodore, left to his own reflections, 
blessed the fortunate chance which had 
befriended his meeting Antoine on the 
mountains, who good-naturedly promis- 
ed, on the morrow, to be his guide to the 
convent of Bena Copia, situated scarce 
half a league from the valley.' 

*Wrapt in the balm of a contented 
mind, at peace with the world, and thank* 
ful for his blessings, he stretched his 
weary limbs upon the humble pallet of 
repose, and soon sought health and 

strength 
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Strength in the invigorating trance of 



forgetful ness. 



CHAP. IX. 

His earS; kis greedy eyes, his thirsty sooly 
Drank gorgiug ia the dear delicious poison. 

SlClTH» 

The morning sun, peering through the 
windows of the ^cottage, aroused Theo* 
dore from his^ downy slumbers. His 
thoughts were peace, for he had dreamt 
of the pious inhabitants of Valombre; he 
had heard the blessing of father Betsofin; 
he had felt the warm pressure of the 
monk's embrace ; and when he rose from 
his humbfe couch, a smile of the sweetest 
benignity played upon his features. He 
threw open the little lattice — he gazed 

L a upon 
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upon the vivid picture of creation. 
What a transition, to when, wet and com- 
fortless, he had descended into the valley! 
It seemed the rich seat of vegetation, 
sheltered by protecting rocks, watered 
by a gently-swelling lake: then, rough, 
* defaced; then, agitated by boisterous 
elements ; then, reflecting the quick suc-^ 
ceeding flash of electric fire: now, undu^ 
Jating beneath the freshness of the morn- 
ing air, balmy with the sweet fragrance 
of a thousand blossoms sweeping o'er its 
blue surface, and gently bending the 
spicy shrubs which fringed its borders. 

Theodore quitted the cottage; he as- 
cended the verdant side of the moup- 
lain; he reached the summit; he gazed 
on the calm and peaceful valley at its 
base, and saw the curling smoke of the 
wood-cutter's dwelling;, dissolving amid 

the 
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the rich tints of embosoming woods. He 
turned to view the opposite side: the 
contrast was striking — Nature, as though 
in sporty was there in her wildest garb 
delineated, for rock rose above rock, and 
mountain towered beyond mountain. 
The path was steep, and almost inaccessi* 
ble, yet did the spirit of enterprise guide 
the light foot of Theodore. Not the 
loud cataract, '' tumbling through rocks 
abrupt, and sounding far,'' daunted his 
ardour ; his was the genius of romance^ 
and the threat of danger, and the shadow 
of fear, were alike unthought of. Often 
he paused, for chasms, formed by the at- 
tf itron of rushing springs, obstructed his 
passage ; often he stooped to cull the 
bulbocodiunx, or to tear from its genial 
stalk the blossoming orpine. Refreshed, 
invigorated, he rc^turned to the rustic 

^ 4 habitation 
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habitation of the htimble Antoine, and at 
the door, met his host, laden with the 
spoils of his labour. 

" Let me lighten your burthen, my 
honest friend/' said Theodore : '* 'tis U 
bitter task to groan beneath a weight so 
heavy." 

The wood-cutter smiled — ''In truth/* 
^e exclaimed, "my task would be much 
more bitter, were I to come home emp- 
ty-handed. I work hard, but, the Virgin 
be praised ! I have health and strength 
to meet the office^ aye, and resolution 
also : and if my days are days of labouf, 
my nights are nights of rest." 

" Then y6u are happy," said Theo^ 
dore, breathing an involuntary sigh. 

*' Happy," repeated Antoine, ^^ yes, 
monsieur, I am happy as a prince ! The 
good father Baptist absolves my offences^ 

limits 
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Hmits my penances^ and commends my 
piety. Every sabbath^ and every holydayr, 
I attend my mother to the chapel of Be-- 
na Copia ; there P repeat my credo and 
my paternoster : and then I bring: my 
aged mother home; and then^ obf then^ 
monsieur^ my reward begins; fof then V 
fly to yon little cottage, at the further 
end of the lake," throwing down his bur^ 
den, and directing the glance of his hear* 
en " Do you see it, monsieur ? 
looks but a white speck from here, for 
is almost buried, in yon grove of corfc^ 
trees/* 

" I cannot^ drstinguish a cottage;'* re*- 
plied Theodore; 

" *Tis strange," resumed Antoiiie; " F 
can see the very lattice that opens from 
Javotte's chamber; nay, I can see the 

L & prettj 
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pretty bower of rose-bushes we planted 
tosrether." 

Fancy sometimes pierces the limits 
of probability/* observed Theodores 
^* but who is Javotfe? and why is yoi 
little cottage the seat of your happi- 
ness?" 

^' Javotte," exclaimed Antoine^ and bis 
ruddy cheek flushed a deeper tint^ '^ ii 
the prettiest girl in Gascony ; and yon 
cottage is where she lives with her pa* 
rents. She is so good/and so gentle^ 
and so kind^ and so aflfect^onate ! oh> if 
* y6u was to hear her sing, you would ne- 
^er forget it ! Sometimes, for whole 
hours, she^sits at the door, chanting the 
vesper-hymn, and sometimes warbling 
little ditties she learns at the convent, 
father Baptist says, we should not marry 

because 
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because we are poor ; but industry will 
give us bread, and love will give us com- 
fort : besideSj the Virgin is good to her 
votaries, and Javotte and I never miss 
offering jip our prayers." 

'f If seems then/' said Theodore, "that 
all your joys centre in devotion and Ja* 

yoit*/' 

'. "^ Where else should they centre?" 
questioned Antoine. 

" Nay," rejoined Theodore, smiling, 
'^ devotion is a firm security, but love is 
a subtle one." 

" Ah ! but not Javotte,*' concluded 
the ardent rustic- 

•' Perhaps not," said Theodore — " Ja- 
votte possesses the innocence of qnviti« 
ated nature^ and knows not a wish be- 
yond her cottage-walls." 

"There you are wrong, monsieur," 

h 6 rejoined 



.■j» : 







$29 CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBBE. 

rejoined Antoine; *' Javotte's wishes 
have nothing to do with her cottage -walls 
— if you had said they pointed to these 
walls/' glancing with exulting security 
to his own little dwelling, *' inlruth^ you 
would have been nearer the mark. My 
cabin is mud-built, monsieur, but it has 
stood many a winter's blast — I was bom 
in it ; aye, and, the Virgin grant ! shall die 
in it also." 

" Pardon me^" resumed Theodore, "I 
meant, that your pretty Javotte, never 
having wandered from this valley, could 
form no pictures of happiness beyond 



it/' 



'^ Not beyond this valley," repeated 
Antoine ; ^^ why, monsieur, scarce a day 
passes but Javotte visits the convent of 
Bena Copia, and that is on the other side 
of yon hill : besides, she has twice been 

to 
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to the fair at Tramesaigne. If you had 
seen her then, in her little green jacket, 
'and her gipsy-hat, and her rose-coloured 
ribbons^ and her cheeks almost as red, 
tripping light as any fairy, you would 
ttay Antoine was a happy fellow !" 

'^ I do say Antoine is a happy fellow !" 
exclaimed Theodore. 

''No, not happy either,'* resumed An- 
toine, and a cloud of momentary thought 
saddened Ws features, "not happy, mon- 
sieur, for I want to marry Javotte directly, 
and her mother, guided by that cross old 
father Baptist, wont give consent till she 
is eighteen. 'Tis strange; my Javotte 
was born before dame Perrin was eigh^ 
teen, and father Baptist himself used to 
tell us to tread in our parents' steps." 

*' 'Tis a blessed guide to go by," said 
Theodore, sighing at hisown orphan state. 

"So 
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''So I tell my Javotte/' replied An- 
toine, '' but she laughs at all mjr argu- 
ments^ and vows^ if I was as old as the 
monk himself, my reasoning would not 
convince her." 

'' Perhaps hot,'* archly observed Theo- 
dore. *' In the present case, my honest 
friend, psrttence seems the only resource,** 
Antoine replaced the load pn his 
shoulder, and moved towards the cot- 
tage. 

The morning's homely meal was no 
sooner passed, than Theodore requested 
Antoine to become his guide to Bena 
Copia. He longed to fulfil the wishes 
of the superior of Valombre, and to de*> 
posit into the hands of the lady abbesi^ 
the documents entrusted tohts care. 

*' Holy St. Ursula i 'tis no use to go 
to-day/' eiLclaimed Antoine. " 1 hfad 

forgotten^ 
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forgbften, the lady abbess can give no 
time to strangers.** 

" Why not to-day ?** denuoded Theo* 
dore. 

" Because," replied the cottager, •* to- 
day is the profession of a novice, and all 
the sisters will be engaged: and there 
will be such crowds in the chapel — I dare 
swear all the inhabitants of Tramesai^ne 
will be present.'* 

*^ I never witnessed the inauguration 
of a nun," said Theodore, musing ; " I 
should like to mingle in the crowd.** 

*'That you may do, monsieur," rejoin* 
ed Antoine. *' I will direct you wilkin 
sight of the convent-gate, but mo faN 
ther : I never saw but one sacriflce, and, 
by the mass ! I cried all night. 'Tis a me- 
lancholy sight ! If my J&votte was to 
become a nun, I do think I should die." 

" Boy, 



^ 
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*' Boy, you talk like an unbeliever," 
exclaimed the dame, who, seated in the 
chimney-corner, had been a silent hearer 
of the conversation., *' Blessed MaryF 
thousands had better become nuns thaa 



wives.** 



€€ 



I query, mother," archty observed 
Antoine, '^ if you would have liked to 
have made one of the thousand/* 

'^ It would have saved me many a tear," 
articulated the dame, unmindful of the^ 
remark. 

'^Ah! but it would have cosryou many 
a sigh,'" concluded her son. 

*' 'Tis a true saying, that in this world 
there k little else than mourning and 
woe," said tbe dame, devoutly crossing 
herself. '' When I followed your poor 
father to the grave " 

'* Hush> dear nwtherl'* interrupted 

Antoinci 



\ 



■« 
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"Antoine, *' you always get upon that 

theme." 

II. 

*' I wonder," concluded the dame, 
tviping a tear from her cheek, '' what nun 
ivould have exchanged her veil for my 
>vidow*s hood/* 

" Ah, mother V said the wood-cutter, 
'and his humid eye marked the force of 
nature and of sympathy, '^ before you 
became a widow, you would not, to have 
T:>een the Iddy abbess of Bena Copia her- 
self, haVc given up your cottage and your 
comforts." 

''No,*' eagerly exclaimed the dame, 
gazing on him with looks of maternal 
love, ^' nor after, must I have given up 
my cottage and my boy.*' 

"God of nature,*' ejaculated Theo- 
dore, *' wise are thy ordinations ! every 
state can boast its blessings. Surely man 

ought 



234 CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBAE. 

ought to be grateful for the distribu- 
tion^ without envying the limitation of 
others !" 

*' Ah, but man never was!" resumed 
the dame. *' Often and often do I tell 
my foolish boy, when the husband of Ja- 
Totte, he will have something to sigh for. 
You are younger than Antorhe> mon- 
sieur, and yet you reason, and decide, as 
though gifted with experience." 

Theodore smiled — " My experience 
is gleaned from theory, not practice, 
good mother,'* he replied: '* to the 
warning counsels of others am I indebt- 
ed for caution and foresight.'' 

Poor Theodore ! rather hadst thoa 
said, " Am I indebted for the powers of 
argument." 

Alas ! a few flitting moments alone re- 
mained for thee to boast %of caution and 

faresight ! 
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foresight! Guided by the %|farm of no- 
yelty, that never-faiHng incentive in the 
youthful mind — eager to behold the ce- 
remony of the new initiation, Theodore, 
attended by Antoine, quitted the cottage, 
and bent his steps to the convent. 

The lake's pellucid bosom, catching 
from the azure sky a bright reflection* 
swelled, with seeming pride, beneath the 
sparkling splendour of the sunbeams; 
and morning's soft zephyr, sighing amid 
thp thick intwining foliage of vivid crea- 
tion, came laden with rich and delicious 
odours. 

Calm was the sight of Javotte's cot- 
tage; half-way climbing up a steep, 
clothed with vines, olives, capers, mul- 
berries, and chesnuts. A little garden 
led to the porqh, in which the varied 

blossoms 



*' * 
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blossoms oTa thousand, flowers flourish* 
ed in sweet harmony. 

Theodore paused for a raomtent; in- 
dustry and peace seemed there enshrined, 
fftid love, in th^ speaking ej'es of the 
woo^-cutter^ to harl it paradise. 

Lingering behind, '' Monsieur," be 
exclaimed, " yon path leads to th# top 
of the hill ; when you have gained it, the 
spires of Bena Copia lie before you,** 

Theodore smiled, and proceeded, for 
Antoine, opening the little wicket, flew 
through the garden, and entered the cot- 
tage. *' This is love,'* mused the youth* 
ful missionary ; *' this is the boasted pre- 
rogative of nature ; this is the master- 
passion, which subdues man's lordly 
mind, and binds him in the chains of fas- 
cination. Poor Antoine! ignorance a-lohe 

be 
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w 

be your privilege : yes/' iwith fancied 
security, ^^ o'er weak and puerile minds 
love may tyrannize ; but the force of 
reason, the powers of conviction, defy 
his inroads/' 

On reaching the summit of the hill, 
Theodore beheld before him the black 
and time-encrusted walls of the monas- 
tery. He gazed on its rocky site with 
awe and wonder, for, as an eagle's nest, 
it seemed to hang amidst crags and broken 
fissures, beetling o'er the yawning brink 
of va perpendicular precipice. To the 
left rolled the deeply-sounding waves of 
the Garonne; to the rights a dark forest 
of pines blackened the dreary waste. The 
rock upon which the monastery bulged 
looked barren and desolate ; stratas of 
bituminous earth alone relieved the dirt-e 
gy sameness of its colour, save, here and 

there, 
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there, whei'e clumps of sun*scorchecl 
heath, thinly diversified by the stunted 
blossoms of the golden-tinted saffron, 
rose the fragile emblems of nature's sport. 
A flight of steps, cut in its solid bosom, 
led, with winding and difficult ascent^ to 
the gate, which, guarded by two watch- 
towers, frowned in awful security. 

Theodore paused involuntarily ; a 
smile of nameless birth played o'er his 
features, as his eyes, for the first time, 
traced the busy throng of approach- 
ing numbers. A troop of peasants were 
descending the sloping side of the 
mountain; the girls habited in the light 
fantastic garb of rustic simplicity^ the 
young men in their holyday suits. He 
saw the sportive gesture of youthful fro- 
fic ; he heard the playful echo of youth* 
ful laughter, uncocked by 4he freezing 

etiquette 
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etiquette of worldly form; for artless in- 
nocence marked eSch incursion of free- 
dom, as blushing modesty's light carria- 
tion recorded the transgression. 

Theodore's heart beat to the throbbing 
pulse of ecstacy ; his cheeks glowed "with 
ani'mating fervour,' as his dark eyes, in 
the impassioned impulse of his feel- 
ings, were raised to heaven. "Mother of 
God !'* he aspirated, '* why from an inter- 
course so congenial am 1 for ever exclud- 
ed ?" 

For a moment, the brethren of Valom* 
bre had ceased to be ; for a moment, 
every local claim yielded to the propell- 
ing language of nature — ^^Alas! he forgot 
that life teems with variegated pictures; 
be forgot, that to witness the mournful 
profession of a self-devoted victim, the 
objects of his envy ba^ a^cmbled. 

Pressing 
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Pressing forward, he reached the gate 
in time to swell th^ rustic train, and, 
wkhout speaking, proceeded with them 
into the chapel. 

The commencttment of the ceremony 
was marked by the soft modulations of 
the organ, and the concordant har- 
mony of the nnns^ chanting a hymn o( 
praise, suited to the living death of the 
professed. Every eye was raised in de- 
votion — every knee was bent in submJK* 
sion — for 

" The poisonous charms 
Of baleful superstition, guides the heart 
Of servile numbers." * 

Tears streamed down the cheeks of the 
missionary — tears of compassion — tears 
of sympathy : he gazed upon the altar, 
sparkling in all the rich gems of the sa- 
cristy, and beheld th^ approach of th^ 

novice. 



I— ndJtal 
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novice^ with semifivtf trepidatioD — '^ Ali« 
no, no !'' he mentallj sighed^ '' the heart 
covets bliss in the social circlest. ot c^os* 
ihunication ;" and then he shuddered cK 
the filtn which had once clouded his 
discernment. 

Suddenly he bent forward — luJifenly 
admiration and surprise rivetted his at- 
tention ; he could scarcely breathe : the 
altar^ the profession^ the abbess^ the nuns^ 
all — all vanished : one object alone re* 
jnained ; one object, which, in the glance 
of a moment, absorbed his whole beings 
and filled him with painful melancholy^ 
yet delightful emotions ; that object was 
the aerial form of the novice's attendant-— 
that object was the youthful model of 
female loveliness. Her features were 
shadowed by the flowing drapery of her 
Veil ; but the symmelry of her perfect 

VOL. I. M form 
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ioi^m defied the eciriUmy of sculptured 
iexactaess; . Qn rea<:hing the.step f>£ the 
i altgr^ that envious veil was thrown hack, 

^r^fn^ thefaqe, revealed^ realized the warm 
flidllcipations of sanguine youth. Daz^- 
zlid||r as the snow-crowned summit of the 
mofttain was her poKshed forehead; 
dark as the ebon tint of the Ethiopian^ 
her animated eyes; yet might be traced . 
an expression* which softening into Ian- 
guor, spoke its birth in feeling: everj 
feature was alike impressive^ was alike 
tb# mastier-stamp of nature; and the 
glowing tint upon her cheek rivalled the 
roses her ivory hand scattered. 

Love, jealous of the boasted powers of 
reason^ scoffing at the pretended confi- 
dence of inexperienced youth, eager to 
assert the omnipotence of his authority, 
and to punish the rebel who had dared 

to 
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to doubt his pre-eminence^ hurled at the 
devoted heart of the missionary the 
sharpest arrow in his quiver. The poi- 
son was baleful^ but it was pleasing; and 
Theodore^ the slave of impulse^ the crea« 
ture of sentiment^ yielded to natiire'ii^ 
soft passion, and forged in one short mo- 
ment the rosy fetters of eternal bondage* 
' He watch/ed* the light movements of the 
maid — he saw her eyes aunc^rged with* 
tcars--^he saw her heaving* bosom .swell 
with the sigh of commiseration — b^Mkaw 
her kneel on the step of the attar^ aifd 
pour forth the fervent offerings of piety* 
.Again the arched roof reverberated the 
full choir, and then the seraph voice of 
* the stranger breathed th^ tones of magic 
. sweetness. Theodore was all ear— all eves, 

w 

lilisaful were the visions^ which flitted o'er 

bia brain J and when the ceremony closed 

ji M 9 —when 
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•--when fate had sealed the irrev6cable 
vow of the mwlj-initiated sister — when 
the nuns had deserted the chapel, he 
stood^ with folded arms^ gazing on the 
door^ through which he had lost sight of 
the so^late-discovered object of his ado- 
ration. With what different sensations fo 
what he had entered^ did he re-cross the 
threshold ! Then, guided by curiosity ; 
then> defying the controul of passion : 
now^ beariitg in his heart a thorn^ whose 
rankling gangrene threatened future 
peace. He shuddered as the gate closed 
after him ; and slow and lagging were the 
steps with which he descended the rocky 
steep. Many a wistful look did he cast 
towards the monastery ; . many and oft 
times did he pause, and with his eyes 
measure the high and cheerless walls. 
At length he reached the suo^mit of the 



\ 
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hiH, at whose base stretched the rich val- 
ley, in which was the peaceful dwelling 
ofthe wood-cutter. Scenes of delight, 
opening to his view, tranced in bliss the 
light tissue of imagination, as he gazed 
upon the curling smoke, ascending from 
the chimney of Javotte's cottage. Plen- 
ty smiled in the olive-grounds by which 
it was surrounded ; and Health, the oflf* 
spHng of Labour — Content, the daughter 
of Moderation, seemed there to have fix- 
ed their abode. 

To know himself the owner of that 
cottage — to know his cares lightened by 
the tender gentleness of participation—* 
to know his griefs, and his anxieties, his 
pains, and his troubles, hushed^ solaced by 
sympathetic affection^ was a new, but an 
exquisite reverie — a reverie which ab- 
sorbed his whole soul, vihich tioged every 

M 3 impulse 
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impulse of his nature. Yes, that cottage 
had become the Elysium of ideal beati- 
tudej and the fascinating being he had 
seen at Bena Copia its ministering angel. 

Brushing, with hasty steps, o'er the 
thymy sward, his cheeks flushed with the 
liveliest carnation, his eyes swimming in 
tears, and his hands clasped in rapture, he 
approached the cottage-garden, without 
perceiving that Javotte and her lover 
were stationed at the gate. 

*' By St. Mary ! I said so,'* exclaimed 
Antoine. 

Theodore started — he looked up — Ja- 
Totte dropped a curtsey. ■ : 

*' I said," pursued the rustic, '* 'twas'a 
grievous sight ! I warrant, monsieur, yoi* 
Ivouldn't volunteer it a second time.** 
' " A second time," repeated the enthu- 
siastic Thecdorcr, thinking alone of the 

lovely 



,^'v 
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lovely stranger — ^' oh yes, I would vo- 
lunteer it for ever !'* 

'' For ever. Mother of God !'* ejacu- 
lated the astonished Javotte — '* 'tis so — 
so unnatural — 'tis so — so," and then she 
paused, blushed, and her dark eyes sought 
the ground. 

" And yet you shed tears, monsieur/' 
remarked Antoine ; ** yours is a straqge 
taste, methinks. Give me a life of joy^ 
not sorrow." 

*' There are tears of joy as well ^s sor- 
row," said Theodore. 

'* Surely/' exclaimed Javotte, '^ tears 
of joy cannot mark the profession of 
poor sister Monique." 
- '' Do you know . the sister ? do you 
know the inmates of Bena Copia?" ear 
gerly interrogated Theodoreu 

" Yes^ that I do," replied JaVlotte, 
^ M 4 ^' from 



^ 
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•' from the lady abbess, to the portress 
at the gati^. 1 was there at sunrise this 
mornings and helped to gather the rose^ 
for the lady Juliette to scatter." 

" The lady Juliette!" reiterated Theo- 
dore — *' was the angelic being, who 
strewed roses in the path of the novice^ 
the lady Juliette?*' 

" Yes/' said Javotte, eager to paner 
gyrise the virtues of her benefactress ; 

•• and sne is ine sweetcSt, gcHJlss^, best 
lady in the province ! When my mother 
was ijlj she came herself to our poor cot-^ 
tege^ and administered^ with her own ^. 
hands, the simples father Baptist prescribsir 

ed; she " 

*' Sweet angel of* compassion !'* inter- 
rupted Theodore. ^' But how conld she 
pass the bounds of the monastery ?" 
' ** Oh ! she h only a boarder, monsieur. 

Her 
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Her father is a great lord, and she is at 
Bena Copia for education/' 

" Then she is not destined to be a nun/* 
exclaimed Theodore, his eyes sparkling 
'with new-born hope. 

*'- A nun/* repeated Javotte ; " oh no, 
monsieur, her destiny is far more bril- 
liant ! I have heard sister Lucille say^ 
when she leaves the convent, she is to 
be mairiM to a duke/' 

Theodore's* Heart died within him ; his 
chedc turned pale^ as fearfully he gazed 
upoA the speaker. 
' '^Marpy a doke/' exclaimed Antoine/ 
** and visit your cottage, Javotte. By 
:the mass, she can have no more pride 

ithan if she h^ been born in oiir valley !*' 

* 

'• Pride, oh no ! she know^ not what 
pride is,-' replied the art lete girl : ^'she 
talks to me joat as if I were her equal : 

M 5 nay. 
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jiay^ she promises tQ be my Friend^ ^and 
has ofTerA to take tde to her. father s 
beautiful castle.**" 

"And will you go with her?" fear- 
fully questioned Antoine. " Javotte^ wifl 
you leave your' cottage^ your mother, 
and; " 

*' Your lover," he would tiave con* 
eluded^ but Javotte, extending her hand, 
eagerly interrupted him with; '* No, no, 
Antoine, not if she would give. md. the 
castle. I told her my heart lay in this 
valley ; and then she sweetly smiled>«id 
said the heart should ever;,be iJiel 'guide 
of our actions/' ; ■■ - iMv f^rr. *' 

Theodore started rfrom ^absfractioh^ 

hope flushed his cheiek^cJiitdjQyisperklM 

•ip his eyes. "Did she— rdid the lady^Ju- 

liette give to the heart'$ .guid^Mdcid tjifs 

reins.of action ?" he interrogated^ .and 

i . then 
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then he paused^ and smiled at his. own 
energy. .:.•*/ ...l 

'' She says the heart is the surest pass^ 
jport to bliss/' rejoined Javotte, ^'and I 
am sure she thinks so ; for she looks 
grievous sad^ when she talks of the great 
duke her father intends^ her to marry/' 
r '' Then this proposed union is not hec 
bosom's choice ?" questioned Theodore. 

^' Oh no, monsieur!'* replied the lo- 
quacious girl. '^ The saints aid her ! she 
would rather take the veil, and live and 
die a sister of Bena Copia. I have heard 
the nuns say, the duke is almost as old as 
the marquis, her father; how then can it 
be her bosom's choice ?'* 

''Surely, surely,** exclaimed Theo- 
dore, " parental authority can never vi- 
olate the feelings of the heart/' 

m6 "Tbe 
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* '* The marquis is v^ry proud,**^ said 
JavottCj ^nd pride^ monsieur^ sco0& at 
fine feelings/' 

** Ah ! but not at a child's prayers/' 
rejoined our hero. 

: " I have heard say/* resuined Ja- 
votte^ with a look of importance, ** that 
the great world values love no more than 
we do splendour ; and as for sympathy 
and sentiment, they say 'tis quite ideal/^ 

" I thought so once/' murmured The* 
odore, with a sigh so deep, that Javotte 
and her lover started, 

'* Yet you never mixed with the great 
world, monsieur/' said Antoine* 

*' When the lady Juliette quits Bena 
Copia/' interrogated Theodore, regard- 
less of the observation, '* tell me whither 
lier father's power will convey her?"' 
m '' When 
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'' When the lady Juliette quits Bena 
Copia," replied Javotte, '' she is going 
into Roussillon." 

'* Does" her father reside in RoussiU 
Ion ?" / 

"Yes, monsieur, near Perpignan.** 

" And there/' concluded Theodore, in 
accents of dejection^ " there she will be 
aiarried." 

" Oh no ! she will go first to Paris, ^nd 
then— — *But hark, my mother calls;" and 
with a rustic curtsey, she tripped into 
the cottage. 

Theodore wandered aUng the flowery 
borders of the lake, lost, absorbed* New 
and delicious visions flitted o'er bis brain^ 
calouring ev^ry idea of his romantic fan* 
cy:.in one moment, in one transien;! 
glance, the boasted powers of reason^ the 
unagined basis of forbearance, were aimd* 

Wlaiea^, 
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hilated ; f he prescribed limits of action^ 
the long-contested groundwork of opi- 
nion, totally overthrown. 

■ He knew himself subdued, yet the sen- 
sation was entrancing ; he felt himself 
hurried away by th^'tide of his feelings, 
yet not for a nroment did he struggle to 
redeem his peace — Theodore, till now 
the slave of his own doctrine — till now 
the arrogant controuler of nature — till 
now, swayed by the frigid rule of con- 
ventual austerity, weighing each exube* 
rant flight of passion in the scale of weak- 
ness; and cotidemning 'indiscriminately 
the lapse of thought as of action — ^Theo- 
dore, the same Theodore, yielded to the 
Omnipotence of prepossession, and sunk 
a rfeady, a submissive captive to love. ^ 



u- ■ 
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• « 

-'•• ■ CHAP.X. 

Oh sod Remembrance ! airy spirit, 
Thod sccondiife df bliss tmd jiain; 
: :. I/.' ,£xqui(iites6lisc otkeendetiglity ' .' 

Wbo giv*i»t our ieeiiiigt bstck again. . Fox. 

-The three su'cceeding days of our youth- 
ful missionary's sojoufhment at the cot- 
tage, he visited, with ceaseless persever- 

• ■ 

ance^.the gfate of Bena Cbpia ; but not 
once did his eyes glance out the object 
:of his eager search ; not once did they 
4iebol4 the beaufteotis visiohi on Wholfi 
ii»ticyM'faithrufIy1tAg<ei*ed.'Hehad beeh 
iadfniilted> into the {^^rtoOr €f the convent 
:-*4ie. had conversed '^ith the mother !5u- 
petidr-^h€;h»d,d^p€^t^d'l1^Iil6cutQ^tlts 

into her hands, and now could claim ho 

»■ 

-fuiShc* f^lea lo lingerr 
m\ Ydl another day wore away> and ^mPI 
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was he injdebted to the hospitality of the 
wood-cutter ; still did he fearfully pro- 
tract the hour of his departure. 

Heretofore his mind had been the seat 
of harmony — heretofore no discordant 
passion had arisen : night had brought re- 
pose ; day had beamed rich with the smil- 
ing sunshine ofcontent : now he was un- 
happy — now- lie was agitated; siglis swel- 
led his bosom ; aifid e^qh succeeding mo- 
mentgave birth to new corroding thought. 
If he slept, imagination mocked him with 
scenes of bliffrrrSiAf!il^:of trans|>oriing 
be?titude-rPJCCiM?%; whi<:^ a/vtaken wjb 
to dissipate, for. then ireality: confirmed 
tjbe truth of his enthralment, v^ithout 
.portraying pne l^eriDg hop^ of iiiture 
comfort. -r .j-A'Z ,''jii>y \ >ii c . 

The last night-rtbe ]a3t vidid to Beha 
'l^pia arrived — bis « heart . drooped as he 
A»^ traversed^ 
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traversed the valley ; his eyes^rested on 
the cottage of Javotte, and the glowing 
picture of prosperous love stamped^ with 
a deeper shade^ his own solitary destiny. 
He passed swiftly on ; he ascended the 
green slope of the mountain ; he reached 
the summit of the rocky height^ and then 
pausing, gazed on the lake's blue ex- 
panse which watered the valley. It was 
unruffled ; it was^ as a mirror^ reflecting 
the azure canopy of heaven : soft was 
the breezy which sported o'er its surface, 
for scarce did vegetation bbw to its light 
pressure. The suo had \<mg since sunk 
beneath the horizon, which now faintly 
glowed with the expiring tint of its late 
splendour; for 

O'er kill and dale, with mystic stride, the gloom 
Of night advanced, 

clothing earth, air, and heaven, in jme 
unvarying sha4ow. 
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Theodore approached the grate of the 
convent; he gazed upon %the high and 
cheerless walls : his heart throbbed ; his 
cheeks glowed ; a smile lightened up his 
features, for fancy, piercing the barrier, 
conjured the sylphid form of his ideal 
worship. He sprung forward ; impulsive 
was his action, light was his step, for the 
thymy sward scarce yielded to his tread. 
It was not fancy — it was no illusive start 
—it was the hrfy Juliette he beheld ? 
Her arm supported the steps of a sister 
of Bena Co|flJi,' whose age and whose in- 
firmities contrasted the Hebe graces of 
her companion. • 

Theodore felt transfixed; his eyes Were 
rivetted on the maid ; and the quick re- 
volving motion of his heart checked al- 
most the powers of respiration. She lin- 
gered but for an instant — she passed away 
— she disappeared through an opposite 
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archway — yet Theodore was happy : he 
had seen her^ though but for a moment ; 
yet that flitting moment paid him for 
past disappointment. Alas ! mistaken 
Theodore, rather did that moment aug- 
ment the bane of future peace! 

The moon^ unclouded, sailed through 
the heavens, mellowing the picturesque 
bosom of creation with a thousand sha- 
dows: still was^the deep repose of na- 
ture; DO ^tmsive sound stole upon the 
ear. The gigantic outline of the pros^ 
peci, rich in the variegated^:ontrasts of 
rocks and forests, boldly spread in unim- 
peded space, towering in wild order, 
courting the eye of poetic' fancy, luring 
the pencil of genuine taste. But Theo- 
dore saw it not — he felt it not — his soul 
was dead to the inspiration of j;enius: 
love hadM^amjped every energy btiuhis 

own; 
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own ; love had bound every impulse of 
nature in the magic spell of fascination. 
To exist on the same mountain, to in- 
hale the same atmosphere, to gaze on 
the same objects, was all that the new co- 
Jour of his hopes pictured — all to which 
the impassioned energy of feeling; aspired. 
" To be torn hence," he articulated, as 
Valombre, darkening into a prison's 
gloom, arose to imagination — ''to be 
severed from a spot so dear-^to bear but 

ft 

in memory an image so beloved — to drag 
the lengthening chain of impression, 
e'en to devotion's altar, unknown, un- 
cheercd, unpitied — to watch the waning 
hours of night, and sigh in protracted 
misery for death's calm slumber — Oh, 
Gud of nature,* sh ten a destiny so hope- 
less ! Avert a doom so woe-fraught !" 
Still he lingered near tbe^grate; still 

did 
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did his heart throb in sentiment ; still 
were his eyes suffused in sensibility ; still 
did his lips murmur a petition for her re- 
appearance: but that petition was ua« 
heard ; she came not, and desponding he 
retraced his steps to the valley. 

The calm slumbers of coptent were 
fled; Theodore pressed his humble couch, 
but Theodore closed not his eyes in for* 
getfulpess. The live-long night he mus* 
ed on the mysterious energy of passion, 
sometimes combating^ but oftener yield- 
ing to the force of prepossession ; one 
moment arguing with his feelings^ the 
next borne by their sway ; now smiling 
at the erroneous principles of past cre» 
dence, and now revelling in the intoxi 
eating delusions of fancy. 

Though trembling on the wing of ideal 
bliss, though hurried <away by the softer 

feelings^ 



• * • I 
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feelings of the sdiil, yet, idvir ^d attort, 
would the deep desp^irin'^ ihtlcipatfons 
of coming evil clip- Ihe light fabric of 
air-boilt hope, and crumble the sandy* 
foundation; ever and anon would enthu* 
siasm yield to reality; and the brilliant 
prospects of <he lady Juliette darken the 
isolated cdntrast of his own. *^ In dis* 
tnnce I «hall sigh forth 4ier name,** he ar- 
ticulated-^*^ in distance I shall, cherish 
ber image. A stranger to my woes, %* 
stpianger f.o my presumption, her life will 
be an unvaried senile of splendid bli-^: 
wine^^** he paused— th^n with a sigh 
concluded, ^^ Y^, in my bte«rt-^ln my 
«oiilyI will entomb a passion, }i%^m^di- 
able, eternal,'* 

Sp^rcg h^i day's refulgent boams dl^U • 
peeled the murky vapours of night, scarcg 
did the pendent dcwdropg reflect the- 
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slin's bright lustre, when Theodore, un- 
rePreshed and dispirited, quitted the val- 
ley. 

Tpilsome was his journey, for every 
step conveyed him further from Bena 
Copia; every step tolled the ideal knell 
of hope. He mused o'er the apathy of 
former credence — he smiled at the fake 
philosophy of former scepticism. *' I 
did but deceive myself," he exclaimed ; 
'' because passion slumbered, I thought 
it dead ; because nature was cramped by 
the pressure of circumstances, I conclud- 
ed her the slave of reason : the comma- 
pication of worldly intercourse I judged 
derogatory to true wisdom; and love'n 
resistless fascination, I voted a sure indi* 
cation of a puerile mind, Yes, thou art 
avenged— my burning brain confesses^ it 
—angel I— woman ! thou hast taught me. 
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the true value of existence; thou bast 
taught me the negative^ the imperfect 
colouring of my former being ; thou 
hast infused into me a new soul^ — from 
an apostate, thou hast made me a bigat.** 
The long day through, Theodore paus« 
ed but to partake of the humble fare with 
which he was provided, but to slacken 
his thirst at the pellucid brook; not once 
to snatch the slumber of fatigue, or in- 
dulge the wandering eye with the wild 
diversified scenes of nature, Juliette 
was the only being visible to his mind's 
eye : in every copse he beheld her fairy 
form. 

Beauteous, as wheo, with treacherous smile, Kve snatch'd 
The tempting fruit, and from obedience lur*d 
The &tl)er of mankind. 

Sometimes buried' in profound medi^^ 
tation^ sometimes hurried away by his 

feelings. 
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Feelings, it was not till the rapid strides 
of night cklled for exertion, that Theo- 
dore perceived he had long^nce deviat- 
ed from the right path. 

In vain he strove to retrace his foot- 
steps ; his efforts more deeply perplex^ 
ed him ; he found himself bewildered 
amid the intricate passes of the Pyrenees^ 
without a single clue to unravel his dif- 
ficnltres. Wild and inauspicious was the 
wilderness; rocks bulged in fantastic di- 
versity — yawning abysses opened at his 
feet — ^^stupendous mountains darkened 
overhead — cataracts roared in proleng- 
tKened echoes — thickets of cork-trees, 
ilex, mulberry, and oak, hung tottering 
o'er the depths profound. The swatd 
was bedecked with flowers of vivid hues, 
and wild and delicious fruits, tempting 
the parched pallet, hung in ruby clus- 

veu I. N terS : 
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tens : but no haunt of a fellow-creature 
could he discern ; no smiling emblem of 
man's industry: nature stamped every 
feature of the landscape^ nor claimed 
from art one soft embellishment. 

Unwilling to pass the night upon the 
mountain, and yet at a loss what plan to 
' ))ursue, Theodore, with difficulty^ crawl- 
ed up a rugged steep, and gazed on the 
far-stretched prospect on the opposite 
side. The summit upoi^ which he stood 
was of gigantic height; it seemed, as the 
pillar of Hercules, to touch the skies : 
clouds gathered beneath his feet, and the 
setting sun's resplendent red reflected 
o'er his head a partial glory. 

Brown and unfruitful was the peak f 

scorched moss thinly dotted its flinty bor 

som ; and here and there, bending to the 

blast, sprung a yagrant harebell, a hum* 

f . We 
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ble emblem of vegetation. Yet did the 
scenes beIow> in rich contrast^ mock hi 
barrenness; bright vras their verdJre, 
and picturesque the alternate sketches of 
wood and water; fla^vcrs luxuriantly 
blossoming amid rocks, and fruits glow-^ 

* 

fng on the sites of cliffs and predpicea; 
A long range of mountains^ whose sides 
were elad in pine-forests, closed the per- 
spective^ piercing theflterizon, and ming- 
ling earth and Heaven in one wild con- 
liision. 

Ah ! with what joy would our youthful 
missionary have exchanged creation's 
awe-striking sublimity for the warm shel- 
ter of Antoine's humble thatch ! — how 
would his heart have hailed the trace of 
human footsteps ! — how would hiiPears 
have greeted the accents of a human 
voice 4 

N 2 Calm 



I 
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Calm and iiDbroken was the stillness; 
no sound obtruded^ save the monoto- 
nous echo of the distant cataract. 

Theodore felt composed^ because an 

elevation of sentiment^ an inspiration of 

« 

piety, filled his whole soul : the pang of 
love for a moment ceased to embitter— 
the God of Jiature glowed in every vivid 
tint^ which the illusions of vision so hap- 
pily and so harmoniously blended. 

But short was the trance of passion — 
short the torpid inanity of his feelings: 
the sun sank behind his misty curtain: 
the fantastic touches of light and shade 
vanished, and starting into reality, Theo- 
dore found himself a solitary sojourner 
on th^ mountain. 

V C&ipelled to choose his bed, heaven 
his canopy, and earth his pillow, he de- 
termined to descend into the valley, and 

within 
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within the dark shelter of the nearest 
pine-forest, to await the return of morn- 
ing; but the perpendicular steepness 
mocked his efforts, and reluctantly he 
sought a tract of less hazard. 

The new declivity -he was about to de- 
scend, from its transverse direction, com- 
manded a different view of the opposite 
pine- forest. 

Theodore paused involuntarily at its 

t 

brink-^Hope spurred him on to exer- 
tion, for the quickening breeze, sweep- 
ing o'er the dark heads of the pines, re- 
vealed to his searching eye a range of 
gothic turrets. 'Twas evident some build- 
ing rose embosomed in the woods; pos- 

» 

sibly some religious sanctuary, where 
men with God commune; shrinking from 
the contagion of affection, and weaned 
from the social intercourse of society ; for 

K 3 'lis 
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Tis most true,. 
That musing melanclioly most affects 
The pensive secrecy of desert cell. 
Far fvom the cheerful haunts of men and herds. 

It was long ere Theodore reached the 
opposite side of the valley. In the casual 
survey he had taken from the summit of 
the mountain^ he pictured the distance 
inconsiderable, and the beacon of rest 
easy to'be attained : but now he found ft 
long and toilsome ; nay^ in the jaundiced 
eye of restless fatigue> the valley seemed 
to stretch prolengthened, and the som^- 
bre shadow of the trees to recede as he 
advanced. 

At length he reached the dark ouiskirt 
of the forest : the trees were thickly stud- 
dedj and the distances choked with long 
grass^ weeds, and urtderwood. 

Theodore paused — his heart beat quick 

—he 



\ 
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%— he feared not banditti^ far he possessed 
no lure to tempt their avarice ; but yet 
his spirits drooped in dire foreboding, 
and every impulse of his mind seemed to 
i^hrink with unknown dread. 

No path, no human footsteps could he 
discern ; all alike conveyed the stamp of 
desolation, all alike wore the melancholy 
vestige of neglect Yet short was his 
hesitation^ transient his fears; almost in 
the moment of birth did they expire ; 
for he feU that precious elixir to the soul, 
the internal confidence of rectitude, and 
\vith a heroism which innocencei can alone 
bestow, plunged into the deepening sha- 
dow of the forest. 

The trees, entwining iheir knotty 
branches, seemed to shut put the rays of 
heaven ; yet might be traced a unifor- 
mity in the distances, which denoted not 

the 






-f 
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the exuberant ^port of chfince^ which de- 
noted that ta3t:e and cultivation had ori- 
ginally decorated a spot now so forlorn 
and so neglected. 

Though fatigued by the exertions of 
the day, still the spirit of perseverance 
strengthened the researches of Theodore; 
and he continued to advance^ in spite of 
the thick entwining branches which rude* 
ly obstructed his passage. 

Frequently he paused, hoping to catch 
the echo of a distant sound; but so drear 
and so profound was the silence^ that he 
seemed to stand alone in the creation. 

Almost despairing^ concluding that his 
eyes had mistaken some protuberance of 
rock forthe jmagined seat of hospitality^ 
he threw himself upon, the grass, in the 
deterniinatiqn of there awaiting the com- 
ing rays of mornipg, and by its mfld aid 

regaining 
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regaining the path from which he had so 
unfortunately strayed. ^ 

The influence of fatigue, even in a so- 
litude so drear, was imperceptibly steal- 
ing o'er his senses, and he was resigning 
himself to the calm forgetfulness of slum- 
ber, when the harsh clanking of a chain 
aroused him to recollection and to ac- 
tion. He started from thq earth — b^. . 
listened: the sound was repeated — itpro-^ * 
ceeded from the left. The direction was 
hardly discernible, for the light of hea- 
ven could scarce penetrate the pines' en- 
twining branches; yet did he not hesi- 
tate ; with persevering courage he com- 
bated every difficulty ; nor again paused, 
till emerging from the gloomy shadow of 
the forest, he beheld, in an open space, 
a building of vast extent and magnitude. 
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